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chapter one 


(oat vera) 


mu! 


And me? I haven't been normal, well, ever, 've always been different, See, 
{man orphan— bounced all over the country, different homes, different 
families, before landing in this litle town of Wakefield in De 

Bur al that moving it makes you tough: it makes you co 
contident, it makes you aod withthe giris—it makes you J 


Oh crud/ 
INCOMING MONSTER FIST! 


Yikes 

Almost got a monster fist 1 the skal there 

Pmat CVS because | need an eyeglass repair kl 
dads buy for when their glasses break. | know, that’s 
have a walkie and that walkie Is busted and to fi re, 
really really tiny serevedriver and the only place to geta really 
screwerver is in an eyeglass repair kit, 

“This was supposed to bea quick, easy ip to CVS. But ane thing I've Ieaened 
about life after the Monster Apocalypse: nothing's quick and nothing’s easy 

‘This monster here isthe ‘most ferocious, and just plain horrible thing 
[Pye encountered yet. He's straight-up— 


Tried at 
really really tiny 


A-SLAMA! 


‘Yikes! The monster's massive fist pounds the roof until it cracks like thin ice, 
rip, tumble back, and land hard on my bony but. 

11s time to stop being this monster's punching bag, See, I've kind of been the 
world’s punching bag for a while and y'know. 

So I'm fighting back. 

gee to my fet 

1 duse myself off 

[grip the bat in my hand. Not too ight, aot rao Foose —just like they eeach 
you in Little Leagoe 


{Just ain't a whole Jota fun, 


‘Only Pm not trying to hit some kid's lousy curveball... 'm rying to slay 2 
monster 


Well, basically, e triumphs. 

“The monster's massive hand snatches me out of midait I'ma thimble in his 
gargantuan grasp. 

Try o gtab hold of my baseball bat blade (aka the Louisville Slices), but the 
‘monster's crushing grip pins my arms to my sides. 

He pulls me in lose to his face, Thick saliva ike slime, oozes dovin his lips. 
His eyes scan me over and his gaping nostrils flair ashe inhales my scent. fel 
like that blonde babe in King Kong, Only I don’t think this beast wants to hug, 
me and love me, 

He sniffs some more, blowing my hair hack as he exhales. arm my face. His 
breath, it's just—waw—my man here needs 1 floss. 

ve encountered other freaky beasts over the last forty-two éays, but none 
lke this. None that examined me: looking me over, smelling me, stuelying me. 

None that felt this terrifyingly smart. U have a sick feeling in my gut—a sense 
—someching tha tells me that this beast here is 100% pure, beyond beyond 
EVIL 


A smnlle seems to eroep across the monster's face. A sinister smirk that says, 


“'m not simply some primal thug, I'm a monstrous villain, a great evi, and L 
will enjoy inflicting pain upon your tiny human body,” 

mouth opens wide, rev army 
sn each tooth. Tkick. 1 squism. And, 
jast BITE. My teeth sink into monster 


flesh and his paw loosens slightly—just enaugh for me to wrap my fingers 
around my blade's handle, ip i free, and— 


Lemme ge, 
monster jet 


T slam the bat ino the ereatue’s thick cranium uncl he roars—a sounel ike 


BLARG!!!—and his palm opens and— 
Uh-oh. 
Pm plammeting through the ale, down through the hole in the roof, into the 


1 land in the junk-food aisle, {snatch an Oreo from its package and jam it into 
‘my mouth, Minin. .. Tae Oreo isa whole lot stale, but whatever—an Oreo is an 
reo, and good snacks are hard to find these days. Plus, since the world ended, 
Js pretty much everything forthe taking. And I'm not tuning that down. No 


way. 
Rising, Fexamine my predicament 
(One ofthe monster's glant feet fils, like, the entre store. One toe in the 
School supplies asl, another on top of the hair spray and deodorant aisle, 
Dashing up and over the monster’ fot, toward the front of the store, I spor what 
Teatme fox 


1 shove the kit nto my pocket. But then— 
‘The monster's clawed fingers tear 
through the roof like it’s nothing, The 
ceiling collapses around me as dart 
for the door. 'd love to stay for a while 
—flip through the magazines, check the 
sunglasses spinny thing for cool 
aviators, eat some Funyuns, But no 


| burst through the front door— 


1 dash past a crumpled ear and through an overgrown yard, and side beneath 
the caved-in porch of an abandoned house. 

T pull out my camera. T always eatry my camera. Always [ase the 
viewfinder to my eyes, twist the lens, zoom in, and — 

T photograph every monster I come aeross, so later on {can study their atiacks 
and defenses and strengths and weaknesses and junk, Also, is just rad to say, 
I'm a monster photographer." 

[give each monster a name, too. But what to call this guy? What to call a 
monster so terrifying that just looking a him scrambles my insides with french 
fied fear? 

‘The big beast roars again, a sound like “BLARG!” 

Hom, “Blarg." That's gota ring tt 

‘Suddenly, there’s a racket like a wrecking ball crashing nto en milion 


SWAPIY 


Blarg lowers his nose tothe ground and sniffs. He lifts up a car and peeks 
underneath. Holy crud, he’s on the hunt! He's searching! For me! 

Hr scans the destroyed, decaying surroundings. He watches the porch, The 
porch I'm under 

T gulp. Can he see me? 

slowly inch backward, farther into the shadows. 

He stares atthe porch a moment longer, ten raises his head (othe sky. A 
deafening how! of fruswation erupts from his lungs. 

‘Guess he doesn't see me. 

‘Blarg turns and stomps his way down Spring Sueet, away from the ruins of 
the CVS, sniffing along the ground as he goes. He's like a bloodhound, and now 
he has my scent... 

AST sneak out from beneath the porch, I think, “That was close.” 

Super way dangerous close. 

But I’m getting used to things being super way dangerous close. What can 1 
say? Life after the Monster Apocalypse? I's scary, And also lot weird. But 
that’s OK. I'm alot weird, to. 

Now, time to get back to the tree house 


chapter two 


is where [ live. know it’s not lke a real-deal home with fancy junk ike 
bathrooms and curtains, but 1 think its pretty okay. 

‘The ttee house used to belong to my scummy litle foster brother. Y"know, 
before... But I've made some major additions since all the terror weat down. 

Now, why does athirteen-year-old needa tree house that’s better-defended 
than Fort Knox, Stark Tower, and the X-Mansion combined? 

Because a MASS of zombie hordes and monster brutes have taken over 
‘Wakefield (and, as faras I know, the whole freaking world)! 

‘You probably know what zombies are, but in case you've been living in a 


hole, let me break dow the horror — 


Classic Zombie [oon aay 


moaning 


Those emply 
eyes theyre 
sposkiville 


a 


DF ieyonand 


youre one of 
them. Undead! 


Stink ike 
het garbage 


Slow, until they 
get cose —then fast 


Like the Dozers—big, hulking brutes that resemble .wo-legged shinocerases 


And the Winged Wretches—flying beasts like mutated prerodactyls, 
‘And there are also the Vine-Thingies—long red vines that are alive. I mean, 
‘yeah, Uknow plants are alive—but these ae lke alive alive. They turn backyards 

Jo treacherous jungles! 
Now, keep in mind, these aren't real-deal scientific names. I'm no 
monsteralogis. 


And all thats just scratching the surface. Almost every day I discover some 
ne thing thats horrific and hair-raising and makes you wanna bur 

Now, you're prohably wondering why I'm telling you al this, Y'know, why 
you're privy to the thoughts and ramblings of a kid trying to stay alive during the 
‘Monster Apocalypse. 

ell you 

1's cause [think ts important that future people kitow what it was lke in 
the time after the monsters arrived. 

Also, I'd like tobe remembered—just in case I get eaten one of these days. 
Like this 


(Me, oeking gard 
tobe being etn 


Now, how you remember me—well, only tne wil tell. 


Like I said, before the Monster Apocalypse E wasn orphan, Well, guess I 
sill am an orphan, strictly speaking, but you know what I mean. 

“The las family T got stuck with—the Rabinsons—they were the worst, AS 
soon as the monsters showed up, they just hightalled it. 

T wasn’tall that surprised they left me hehind. Honestly, I'm kinda sure the 
nly reason they took ive in in the frst place was because they wanted someone 
torrake the leaves, 


Now, ifths sounds tke I'm trying to make you feel bad for me or something 
—A'm not. That is not my style. I'm just letting you know the situation. The ins 
and outs, The deets 


eamed a long time ago tha i's best to try not to worry so much about the 
Junk Ife shovels on you. Life ries to knock you ane—just do your best 10 duck 
and keep moving. The way Tsee It, sameone's always got It worse, right? 

mean, unless you're the last person on Earth, Then, technically, yeah, no one 
has i worse. 

Ever since the Robinsons peaced au—that's forty-two days ago, now—T've 
been forced to survive alone ina world of monsters. That's prety much the plot 
‘ofa video game, right? So said, y"know what, I'l eat life like a video game. 

‘And that’s easy, hecanse I've always looked t life from a video-game-y angle 
«anyway—plcturing people's stats and powers and imagining obstacles like 
they've big boss fights 

‘You know hiow in video games there ate challenges you complete to earn 
Trophies and Achievements? 

‘Well, created my own. I call them 


= Feats of wy 
Apocalyptic Success! 


1 eam them by completing goals and challenges, ‘The riser the challenge, the 
greater the Feat. And T always need photographic proof. For example: 


FEAT: Mad Hatter! 


Steal the hats off five zombies. 


FEAT: Cutvun! 


FEAT: Say Cheese! 


‘Take a photo with someone you 
knew before they got zombified. 


FEAT: House Hunter 
Explore 50 different abandoned 
houses. 


‘There are like 106 Feats to sill be completed. And if I start running low, [just 
Now—pay attentio 
There is one VERY 

not yet completed. [is 


here's where things get serious 
PORTANT Feat of Apocalyptic Success that I have 


Beat a zombie in a footrace. 


FEAT: Damsel in Distress 
Find and rescue love interest, 
June Del Toro. 


6's why ths particular Feat of Apocalyptic Success is the ULTIMATE, 
Feat of Apocalyptic Success. 

‘When [fist moved to Wakefield [decided 1 wanted to be a photojournalist 
(whch is just a fancy word for taking photos of cool, action-y stu) 

When I told the Robinsons, they said, “YEAH, OK, THAT'LL HAPPEN!” 

So { was lke, whatever, Ill handle dis on my own, and I gota gig taking 
photos fr the school paper. Thats wheve I met lune Del Toro, 


June Del Toro 
— The Love Interest — 


air smells ie vail 
‘And net that lousy 
Amencan vanilla 
French Vanilla 


Bevin is sonnet. 
Tetal smart brain 


Legs that just won't She wears bey 
uit (vo idea what that sneakers. Udon 
means, | head it in a row why Vike 


ove. | quest her legs that, bat Ido 


are resilient?) 


Tune was the student editor ofthe Parker Middle Schoo! Gazette, which was 
perfect, ‘cause if we're both working on the paper, that gives usa reason to chat 
and get friendly right? 

‘Tums out, though, June is scary when she's on the job. But even when she's 
ticked-off and super- stressed, she manages to remain ridiculously cute 


This issue isn’t 
geing to write itself 


Now, I should be clear here—1 think June kind of hates mo. 


Stil. ridiculously 


cute 


‘She told me I was lazy. respectfully disagree. Not lazy-—I was just trying to 


fulfill my rele as photographer; the wild rebel who plays by his own rules, the 
hip coo! guy who's always being hip and cool nonstop, 24/7, nonstop hip and 
cool, hip and cool 


June said my photas weren't capturing the important stores areuind the 
School. 1 guess she just wanted snapshots of bake siles or a pic of Ms, 
Gradwohi’s new whiteboard or something? 

‘See, I don't goin fora lot ofthat boring junk, like action! | ike capturing 


that slgle moment in ime tha will never, ever be repeated. 

And niow? Now my camera full of once-ina-lfetime desth-defying 
‘moments and crazy-close calls! 

mean, just this week 


Anyway, even though June maybe kind of hates me, also maybe probably 
defintely kind of like her—a lo. 

"But is she stil out there? Is she stl alive? Is she stil in town? 

Here's what # know; 

‘The day the Monster Apocalypse began I know FOR A FACT June was 
Inside our middle school, But I don’ think she's sil there, Because I went by @ 
few days ago and I stood outside hollering, “June! and there was no answer. 

P'malso VERY SURE that June's parents di not leave town, because I went 
toher house last week and thei ears were sill in the driveway. broke in and 
looked around inside the house, too, and it din’t seem like they'd packed up and 
taken off ona tran or something 

‘And REFUSE. to believe that June has heen zambified 

‘So that means she MUST be here, in town, somewhere. 

So I'm going to find her. And Vm going to rescue her. 

“There you have i 

‘That's my lite. 

‘And that’s my goa 

1 will not est until I'm done, 

P'ma dorky wartior orphan. 'm a zombie-fighting, monster-slaying tomado 
‘of cool (not realy, but this is my story, so deal), And I will Rescue June Del 
“Toro and complete the ULTIMATE Feat of Apocalyptic Success! 


chapter three 


1's dusk and the sun i setting, all orange like a Creamsicle. Rays of late- 
afiersoon light shine through the tree house windows, and uh litle wind chime 
from HomeGoods ut fromt is di ay. 

Tm huddled over the busted walkie, crying to repair it with my new tay tie 
screweriver 

Note! 1s called a walkie, Nota walkie-talkie, 

think my repair jb is going prety wel 


“The walle communicates with axly one person Quint Baker: 
‘Quint Baker was—1S—my best friend! My only friend, 
‘When I first moved to Wakefield last winter, Quint was the only kid who'd 
talk to me, When you're a foster kid and you bounce all around the place, you 


become used to getting by without fiend, 

But Quint and T were lke some Legos—we just clicked 

Quint gave me the walkle—one half ofa pait—for my birthday. Best birthday 
iT ever got, ever Since my foster parents were no way giving me a cell 
and Quins nus parents were convinced cell phones made your bran 
elt, the walkies were the only way Quint and I could tall outside of school. 

‘But now I'm afraid Quint is gone. The day everything happened, well... we 
split up. Now he’s probably zombified or headed out west, along with everyone 
else in town. When everything first happened, I heard it was safer out west, But 1 
haven't heard anything about that since, Like, day four, so who knows, 

But still, there's the chance Quint is alive, somewhere, and this walkie could 
reach him. So I cannot quit! 

Sevea finger burns later, 1 get the walkie working. I squeeze the buttan and it 
Jets outa soft hiss that tells me i's transmitting, 


Quint, 


it’s Jack Finally got my walkie 


working. | have ite idea 
if youre out there. But if 
you are, ul, well, let 
me knew, buddy. 


Getting 4 Wile 
ely over here 


| wait afew minutes. No response, A few mare minutes, Still no response. 
head tobed. 

“My bed isa plle of sweatshirts and sacks andl towels inthe commer of the tree 
house, I plop down and! cur! up under my one blanket. I's plenty warm out sil 


but [Just need to be undera blanket when I sleep. 1 meas, a blanket isn’t gong 
todo anything against a Winged Wreich or a Dozer, but stll—it just feels 
safer, 

Soom I deft off to sleep. And Ihave nighimares 

Nightmares that fee reat 

Nightmares about that morning, forty-two days ago, when the monsters came 


and everything changed 
42 DAYS AGO 


Itwas a regular morning. 
Early June. 


‘Afler sche, de 
you want tease sis as 
Lightsabers and swworl-fight and 
fil i 30 we «am ad Special 
effects ater and wake 
cu own vie? 


Ye, Oat 


‘School was almost over and everyone had that summer vacay fever feeling — 
like freedom was just around the corner. Hanly half had it, because summer 
‘vacation for me meant a whole lot more time at home wih the Robinsons, which 
\was a recipe for zero fun-having andl heavy lawn-mewing duty. 

1 remember, just before it happened, the bus pulling up infront of the school. 

{ remembe, too, that Quint was eating this rotten-smelling egg salad 
sandwich, | can stil smell it now —like the odor has been tatloged to my nostrils 

‘And I remember Dirk Savage coming toward us Filling the bus aisle, Thick 
and towering, casting a long shadow 

‘Dirk Savage was the most formidable bully at Parker Middle School. think 
he came out of the womb with facial hale. Legend has it he moved here fram 


Detroit and his parents jus left him—they split because he kept bullying them— 
‘and he took up in a shack by himself way out in the Wakefield woods. Fe only 
showed up at schoo! to steal lunch money from other bullies. 

Dirk looked down at Quint and growled 


Kid, your 

sandwich stinks 

like squirvel 
but 


Quits 
respond to that? 

Dirk snatched the sandwich from Quint’s hand and jammed the thing—which 
he had just described as having the odor of squirrel butt—inta his mouth 

“It stinks,” Dirk sald, grinning 2 fat grin erumbs tumbling from his big square 
face, “but itdon’t taste too bad.” 

Telt myself geting hot. Heart beating faster. Angry blood replacing regular 
blood, pumping through 

Ttood up. Tred to stay calm. Handle i coo 

[elt Quint’s hand on my shirt, trying o stap me, saying, “Jack, is ne... 


«dup at Dirk. He dido't say anything, { mean, how do you 


Bur It wasn't fine. hate Jerks—whether they're monster jerks or zombie jerks 
or Just regular human jerks, 


Find soimeone 
Mey, Dirk vy See and 
why dent you pick Twill 
‘on Someete Your 
wn fit, huh? 


1 shrugged. “I'm sure we can find someone your size. Right, Quint?” 

‘Quint looked out the window and closed his eyes and started humming to 
himself ke he wasn’t Involved inthis, Sonofa. 

Trured back to Dirk. “Maybe a very rotund panda bear? That might be closer 
to your impressive figure.” 

Dirk reached out and grabbed me by my collar 

“Hey, watch the Jackel,” Isai. “1's a five-time hand-me-dowa, Might even 
be an antique.” 

Dirk growled, *You think you're funny?" 

“1 do. But to be far, [also think people slipping om ice are nny. And guys 
getting hit in the groin, My sense of humor ist exactly sophisticated.” 

Dirk's about to slug me, when— 

‘Ahigh-pitched scream cuts through the at. There's always screaming in the 
‘morning outside school—people messing around, shoving, chasing, teasing, and 
sirls laughing so loud it sounds like screaming, 

But this scream was different, 

Tewas 8 scream of pure horrot Ditk released me and I leaned over Quint and 
pressed my face tothe window. And I saw- 


remember thinking, “UM, .. THIS CAN'T BE REAL, IT MUST BE A 
PRANK. JOKE. A REALITY SHOW, RIGHT?” 

So [said «o Quint, “UM... THIS CAN'T BE REAL. IT MUST BE A. 
PRANK. A JOKE. A REALITY SHOW. RIGHT?! 

But ic was 

“That was it. 

“The Monster Apocalypse had begun. 

[Next there was a Godzilla-sounding howl, like REARGHHHH!!! 


and the whole bus suddenly shifted. { was thrown limo Dirk, and Quint was lifted 
‘out af the seat andl spun ut fe the aise. The bus driver a nice white-halred 
duce, was sobbing like a newborn 

“The bus became darker. Something was covering the windows—weapplng 
around the bus, 

A monster hand. 

"The monster tilted the bus so the back pointed taward the sky. We all 
pinballed, plummeting down the aisle, smashing against the seats, backpacks 
flying through the air, 

‘We came to a sudden, painful stop, every kid on the bus piled up against the 
front daor in a big heap, 

Quine?" [ managed. Leould barely breathe, Kids all over me, An armpit in 
my face. A foot an my head. An ear on my nose. “Quint, what's happening?” 

“Tm nor sure, Tack," Quint said. Quint always had the answer co everything, 
‘This time he didn’, That almost scared! me more than the monster, 

Almost 

This monster's hulking paw squeezed the bus lke it was an empty Pringles 
can and the front door opened with loud metal POP, dumping ws out onto the 
parking lot pavement, My face bounced off the cement. Nose bleeding. Blood 
‘down onto my lips and onto my tongue. | scrambled to my fet, pulling Quint 
with me, leading us away from the thick crowd and the screaming and the 
crying. 

“This is my nightmare now, That was «nightmare then, 


And then the door slammed shut. 

| sald ro myself then thar whatever happened, whatever came next somehow 

"get hack to the school and find June. 

“Where to, Jack?!" Quint asked, snapping me out of I. 

“A, Joe's Pizza? I think it's wo-far-one slices taday. 

“ack, be serious! 

Well, don’t know! Monster zombie chaos is new to me! I guess, ab, RUN!" 

And we did. We sprinted away from the school bus and the giant monster and 
the hordes of zombies. We hopped the fence into the soccer Field and fled tothe 
woods beyond it 

“Quint,” I said, catching my breath and pulling him behind a tree. “We need 
to find someplace o go. Like the police station or something, Or we need, like, 
GI. Joe othe Aveagers ta shaw ip. Or ron Mant Something 

“Tron Man isnt real, Jack” 

“Robert Downey Jr's real. I bet he could help.""JACK!" 

“Somy, you're right,” sald. “He's probably busy being famous and saul" 

Quint groaned. *My’ parents are on vacation. have a babysiter. Ill goto my 
house, assess the situation, You run to your house,” 

nodded. 

Quint held up is walkie, "We stay in toucl om these at ll times,” be said. 

“Deal.” I wa trying to say calm, be classic cool Jack Sullivan, but my heart 
‘was pounding and i felt ike my whole body was shaking. 


wy 


“ I 


“ 


‘When I got home, the car was gone and there were tire marks inthe driveway 
My “farily" was gone 

T climbed up into the tee haus. In my panic, I sort of collapsed onto the tree 
house poker table and knocked the walkie off. The walkie bounced on the floor 
and out through the door. Lunged for it, but— 


I stared at the walkie on the ground below. 1 needed to talk to Quint, but—I'm 
embarrassed to admit—I was (a0 scared 10 go down there, Too freaked out. Too 
‘overwhelmed. Too everything. 

So I curled up on the floor pulled a jacket down over me. [ put my 
earphones in to drown out the sounds of chaos outside. 

‘And I slept. Islet for days. It got worse, Zombies everywhere. Glant 
‘monsters onthe horizon. I blacked out the tee house windows and stayed put. 

“There was an old AM/FM radio in the tree house. For the fist few days, 
rewspeople tried to explain what was happening. I munched an Girl Scout 
cookies and potato chips while I listened tothe radio guys say it was safer aut 
west. But then, on the fifth day, there was no more radi, 

| weat back to sleep, 
I'm sleeping now 

‘When I finally worked up the courage to go out and do some exploring it had 
been nine days since the madness in the school parking lt. 

‘And in those nine days, everything had collapsed. 


KRR-CHHHHHH! 

A cracking, hissing sound wakes me from my flashback nightmare, 

T blink wice. Not sure what's happening. Not sure where Iam, 

Again, KRR-CHHHHEHH! 
‘What the huh?" say, sitting up, rubbing at my eyes. W's dawn, Sun is rising, 
blinding me, 

Again, KRR-CHHHAHH! 

T slowly shake off che moming confusion. {remember where a 
house. Forty-three days alter the Monster Apocalypse began, 

‘And that sound—that KRR-CHHHHHH!— | relize— 

Tes the walkie! 

Tleap tw my feet. Almost. One leg i asleep. fall, slam my kane ita che 
oor, bu shake i off because I'm smooth like that, I half-sprint, half 
through the tree house, moving so fast | bang my head an the doorway. 1 
practically ive forthe walkie. 


ott! 


Jack, 
come in. Are 
you there!? 


Inthe wee 


‘The voice on the other end ofthe walkie says, “lack, my friend. I's me. I's 


Quin. 
QUINT! He'salive! 
But walt. 

A horible, terrible, brain-poisoning thought enters my mind, 
(Could it be a zombie trap? 


‘Could the zombies and te monsters have started to alk? 1f they had, this 
Would be the perfect ruse to lure me wo my daorn, 

So I said, “Ahh, Quint, buddy ol pal. Quick question. You're av 
You're not, like, undead, trying to trick me or anything, are you?" 

“Lam very much alive, Jack.” 

Phew! 

Wat. 

‘That's exactly what an undead Quint would say. Need to play this one cool 

“Quint, what's your favorite food?" L ask 

“Brains.” 


right? 


‘“NOCOOO!’ 


But then the walkie buzzes aga 
‘Brussels sprout surprise.” 

PHEW! 

I'm so relieved my best (only) friend is alive that I don't bust his chops about 
the fact that he's thirteen years old and hs avorive food! is Brussels sprout 
surprise. 

“Duce, i's really you!” 1 exclaim. 

“Indeed itis. Shall we meet? I have much to show you.” 

“That's how Quint talks. He fancies himself a scientist, so apparently that 
means he needs to tall ike an old geezer from the 1800s. 

Don'task. 

“Yes!” [say “Hang-out time! Like before allthis mess! What should we do? 
Video games? T have a generator, fr electricity!" 

“Yes, video games,” Quint says. “We can play here. 
while, Tack.” 

I smile, Ear to ea. Literaly, the comer of my lip i touching my earlobe 
“Quint, thas the best sentence I've heard in my entire life.” 

‘We “over-and-out” and then I get to really waking up. Yaw, stretch, pee, 
‘ouch my 1965, hawk a loogle, splash water on my face from the bucket of 


1d Quint says, “Hal Just kidding, friend. 


see you in ashort 


rainwater I keep outside. 

‘Time to plot a route to Quint’s house—and add a new entry to my Feats of 
Apocalyptic Success. 

‘In my Tree House Command Center, have @ chalkboard 1 nabbed from the 
local elementary school after I finally remembered how brave I was and went 
‘out to explore. 1’ one af those ant ones that flip around! so you can write cn 
hath sides, 

1's super handy. Plus, | feel lke an old World War Il general every time 1 use 
cf 


Last week, while exploring the library, [found an old map of the town from 
like the 19506, I taped the map to the chalkhoard and sketched my av liale 
‘tes with important locations, As [earn more about the monsters and the 
{general horrible dhings out cher, T update it. Here's what Thave so fat... 


1 plot a route to Quint’, then I suit up, Right now. my suits pretty extra- 
supererible and lame. It's more like a last-minute Hallaween costume than 
something actually useful for trying 10 survive 

‘The only not-lame part of the outfit isthe weapons, 

Amonster slayer needs good weapons. 

| mostly use this busted baseball bat—the one I got lang in the head with, I 
call it the Louisville Slicer, because i used 10 be a Louisville Slugger, but now 
Jes splintered and sharp and islices things and, well, you get i. 


Taiatnm | Louisville Slicer 


pritte monster 


slaying swinging grip. Plenater 


But only use the Louisville Slicer on big monsters. Noc on zombies, 

See, {have a code, and the cade says don’t cut up zombies. 

“The zombies used ta be people! I mean, Its noc dhele fault they're 2am 
row. I'mnor stabbing these things that used to be people inthe head wit 
splimered-sword-thing, Just not Kosher, 

So far zombie-fighting, I use a busted old hackey stick. Justa whack to the 
noggin and 1 keep moving. 

TTused to have a Wrist-Racket (basically just a super-slick slingshot), but our 
science teacher Mr, Mando took it onthe third day of school. 

Ugh, and my shoes .. A really annoying thing happened with my shoes. 

My foster mom gave me these hand-me-down shoes called Light-Upz. They 
had these little ved lights that lashed every ime you took a step. Basically, 
they're for kindergartners, 

‘The frst night T wore them out to play flashlight ta with Quint, I realized 
they weren't just dorkiown—they were puting me at a tactical disadvantage 


1 see 


you, Jack 


You're it. 


One night after putting up the worst flashlight wg stats of my career, I got to 
‘work trying 10 slice out the lights, but that just made them sor of hang aut of the 
shoe and look a whole bright 

‘And then things got worse. 

[Ac school, stupid Nick DeRberts told me that his cousin Sitvio DeRobetis's 
ex gialfriend’s nephew's dagwalker stepped in a puddle wearing his Light-Upe 
and the water got ima the lights and he got electrocuted! anil—ZAP! 
fried right there on the spot. Not good, 


S011 wrapped the shoes in duct tape so you can‘ se the lights. They may be 
ugly, bur atleast they won't get me fied 

Anyway, Quint i like a super genius, so I’m hoping he can give my whole 
(getup—espectally the shoes—a bit af a RobaCap-type upgrade. 

Because right now, this is me—and T need some help. 


JACK SULLIVAN 
—The Hero— 


Aree by 
ssi a tp 


stralght-up GIANT MONSTERS. 
Will eat 


zeries, but 


seo te prefer 
chapter four the bag 


eens for stabbing? 


= hurting/piessingl 
ciher bed stale 


Super strong, 
Whip zombies 
around like wag 


{make it almost all due way to Quint’ house just by creeping quietly and 
sticking to backyards, But then I hit Oak Street. Oak Steet is flooded with 
zombies. 

| decide to hop the fence and go across the football field that borders Quint’ 
house, Usually 1 ster clear of big open fields like that, ‘cause they're death 
trap, hu it would take ages to go around and I'm just way foo pumped to see my 
best buddy. 

Halfway across the football field, though, I see t made a mistake, Since Dozers were never people to begin with, I don’t fel so bad when 1 

Because halfway across the football field, I mun into a Dozer. Dozers ate just destroy ‘em. 1 just tell myself I'm being a monster-slaye. 


“Cause Lam, And thats awesome, 


T reach fara grapefruit grenade—usually one of those vo the eyes fa Dazer 
will stun ic long enough for me to dash to saftey. 

But [stop when T hear a familiar, thundering roar—a second Dozer, behind 
me... 


trouble! 


T hate pickles. .. hate pickles the food and T hate 
"pickles," like when you're in a jam. Although, funny enough, I do Lave jam 
Red raspbery, preferably. 

Suddenly, out of nowhere, [hear a sound like FLIITT— 


1’ Quint! My savioe! The only guy I know who would ever own a rool 
‘mounted arrow launcher! 


| sprint past the stil-guygling Dazer, leaving the second one in the dust, Down 
the dirt pathway, up and over te old wooden fence, and into Quint’s backyard. 
"And thete, waiting for me, is whale mess of the undead suckers. 


chapter five 


‘The undead freaks come at me ina wave. 
First, an old-man zombie—be's got ane eysball dangling out, an it bounces 

against his cheek, He lunges at me, his threat making a sound ike GLUGHE, 
T dive under his outstretched hands. Coming wp, I'm staring atan olé-lady 


Time te go 2ombiemust be ke niney, She pets my shi, bc shrug io 
5 Tan ee the back coor 9 Quint's hase, anf spat eect path — 


te worl “The pienic table! I dash across 


{leap off the picnic table, using one zombie’s bald, moldy head asa lite step, 
and grab on tothe tire swing. 


Quint, apen 
the doer! 


Quint yanks open the siding doce just a aul 
steps in frone of it, His throat is missing Justa bu 
He comes at me, practically jumping ve got noc 


hall-owen zombie man 
of gnarly ld flesh there. 


Quint slams the patio door shut behind me. Justin time, too—three zombfes 
stumble into the glass and bounce off like a bad Three Stooges bit. 

Quint sides his big kitchen table against the glass—a makeshift barricade 

gece my fet, eyes wide—I can't lieve it I's him. I's really him, 


QUINT BAKER 
—The Best Friend— 


J (Old-man cap, 


sir somes ke 3) 
‘movie theater 
poptorn butter. 


Pocket wateh for 
locking dorky. 


a 


Aloaps working 
ona new gadget 
oc experiment 


Nen-athlete’s ft 


“But yes, 'm also regular normal alive,” Quint says, 


Were ab coat 
aa jeket for ne 


 Lexelaim, 
je lives on through his research.” 


1 want to groan again, but I ean’t help but laugh, I'm just so happy to see my 
uel. 


“Um, yeah, Remember?! We worked om i that whole afternoon one time. We 
had thar big plan. We were gonna do the handshake when we passed inthe 
hallway so people would know we had cool seerets gol on and we were up to 
stuff, Remember?” 

‘Quint seratches his head. “Vaguely remember. How'd it go again?" 

“Him, Um. | think you grab my ankle and | finger-flick your elbow. ‘There 
\was also some ear tging,T think.” 

‘Quint looks eontused. 

Sst tug my ear, Quin.” 

Tam not tagging your eat.” 

"C'mon. Justa lite tug to get the handshake started.” 

“lack, think you should give up on the secret handshake.” 

| shrug. We bump fists. Can't go wrong with the classics. 1 fellow Quint up to 
his room: “the lab,” as he ells it 

‘On the way upstairs, 1 pull aut my list of Feats and check off the box next ro 
Make Ico Quint’s House Without Dying. Another feat down, another pat onthe 
back foro Jack, 

Quint’s howse—the same house where [spent most every day ater school the 
past six months—Feels different now. But I can’t quite wrap my noggin around 
why. 


“This is all research. I've learned much, I looks we have three, possibly four 
creatures in the Mammalia class,” 

“Hold up, stop the tain," 15a 

Quint grins. “A ploy.” 

Sigh. Twas right! I was a trap! 

Quint continues, “I'm about to begin classifying them by genus and species, 
then grading their Skill ets and abilities.” 

“Grading their sill sets and abilities... You mean, like baseball players? 1 
ak. 

‘Quint rolls his eves. “No, Jack, not like baseball players.” 

“Like X-Men?" 1 ask. 

Quint grins. “A litle 

“Hey,” I say, suddenly realizing why his house seems so different. "Where are 
your parents?” 

‘Quint s silent for a moment. He stares atthe loar, like he’s stadying it 
“They were on vacation, remember? Se I don’t know. 'm hoping they're out 
there, somewhere, mayte aut west, safe..." 


thought we were playing video games. 


\weird babysitter they left you with?” 
zombified straight away. 
Sort of, Half-laugh. No, less, One-third laugh, 


‘we just sit fora while—neither of us really speaking, 


After th 


{cough int my hand and a, ey, Quin, sit, what wa on hemes 
those few days? Tae stmt ondwmbies aoe to the Eat Coos 
fra? So everyone went west and cu there the my ws, ie, preted oop 
them?” 

‘hint os pat the ceiling, He thinks fora momen. 1 have no fea only 
kay as mic 351 se And wa do see? Monsiers and zombies everywhere 
‘ery few survivor ere down, cell phones down, bo way to Koc ating 
tse 

“Do you thiok maybe we shoul uy to go west? Lak, even though don't 
relly want olen 

‘lattes his head, “Absolutely not, Safest option sto say hee and ty 
safe. {helps going to came, ve should be in secure location, wating fot. 

‘Westin slence again fora while longer Quint keps hs ose bared in bis 
research whl I halfeatedly ip thogh comic books 

“Te weight fal this orer—the missing pore, the zombie babysiter— 
fare oor 

Tan barely breathe 1 need o get Quit ou ofthis house. 

Ny stnd up andy, tying sod cherul “Lets pi ud. We'll go 
back tothe ee hse, You ave a Set sree oad way beter tan 


used to be!” 
But Quint, of course, fs mot having It. “All my research Is here. Can't leave 
Not possible.” 
“Buddy,” I say. “I figured out how to make my own Mounvain Dew." 


‘Quint looks up. He blinks nwice. “I'l gather my things 


Quint, bude 
1 east you in a things 
But you got a plan for 
getting this crud afb. the 
way acress town without 
getting us eaten? 


Buterhinger Quint 
stole rem ony locker 
two Yonths age. 


Somme junk we 
don't need. 


Sports Iustrated 
Sivirnuit Eton 
hanks, Quint’s dad) 


Mare junk we 


don't need. 


Quint says he has a “means of transportation” so | follow hin down tothe 
plich-biack garage. It smells like gasoline and sawdust 


He flicks the light switch and what 1 see—man, Uave to piek my jaw up off 
the floor (not literally — that is something zombies do). ['m staring at a bud-4a~ 
the-bone post-apocalyptic vehicle! 

“T began with my moon's pickup truck” Quint says, “and I ust stated adding 
things..." 

| whistle, impressed 

“Now pay attention, Jack," he says, and he begins detailing the truck's gizmos 
and gadgets. I's amazing what a smart kid can do when no one's bugging him to 
finish his homework or change his socks, 

Running my bands over the wuck, I ask, “So what do you cal it?" 

“Big Mama,” Quint says, "After, well, my big mama,” 

nod, I's true, His mom was quite hefty. “Perfect name, buddy.” 


‘We spend the next hour stuffing all of Quint’s research and equipment and 
‘action figures ito Big Mama, Once we have It all loaded up, Quine pauses. 
‘Um, ane thing, Bo you have any idea haw to drive?” 

“Dude, we're thirteen years old" I say, 

Quins face sags, *Right— 

“So I've played like two hundred hours of Nes for Speed! Of COURSE 1 
know how to drive. I'm practically an expert” 

“ack...” 


‘We get back tothe tree house with na major issues. Only roadblock isa 
zombie borde outside tho old skating rink that forces me back toward the 
fof town—back past the ruins ofthe CVS, 

Passing the store's remains, I slow dawn just long enough to see if Blang is 
still hanging around, 

dow’ see him, 

“That worties me. Blarg is out there, somewhere, and he has my’ sce 

Bot [ push the thought to the back of my mind. Today isa good day, and I"m 
not runing it with thoughts of ginormous beasts. 

‘And tonight is even bewer 


chapter six 


| figure there are two types of people ln this werd: 
‘The first: People who think living in an abandoned, post-apocalyptic world 
‘would be awesome, 


Quint and Fare cooking up Mr: Goodbars'mares and geting ready te play 
some Mario Kart. 

For the frst dime in long while, everything feels sgh. 

‘Quint has been found! 

And now T'll se his mega-smart science brain to Help me find June Del Toro 
and complete the ULTIMATE Feat of Apocalyptic Success! 


Normal 
folks. 


“The second: Normal flks who think that people inthe Fist group are 
clinically insane 

Quint is definitely type numera uno. Every day he's up atthe crack of dawn, 
“doing research." He says we need to document the end of the world properly 
like scientists, 


Wat a) 


Frishee?” 


in Big Marna 


and cruise for 
wronsters? 


Want te sit 
around all day 
and be a big dork? 


See? 
‘This is what {deal with. 
(On the plus side, Quint isa big fan of my photos—"For science,” he says. I 
don't chink e quite gets the art of ithe Just says they're realy helping with the 


Whole “studying the monte 
‘Me, I'm less into stu 


process 
ng the monsters” and more ino, "kaa 


DESTROYING THE 
MOPPIRLE MONSTERS 
TWAT WAVE TAKEN 
‘OVER THE WORLD"! 


But whatever, 

Different strokes for different dorks 

“The problem is that al this research keeps reminding me that IT'S BUTT- 
CLENCHINGLY SCARY QUT THERE! 

‘And when something is butt-clenchingly scary, it's natural to want to avoid it 

‘Maybe that's why I haven't gone back out to look for June in two days. 

So tomorrow, I'm changing that. 

‘Tomorrows, I'm going ta be all Liam Neeson-y, like, “WHAT'S UP, 
ZOMBIES?! HAND OVER MY FRIEND JUNE! 


and early, we're scouring this town for June. Nor just the 
erywhere, No building unexplored, No spot 


‘Tomorrow, brig 


school and not just her bome. 
‘unsearched. 


1's 6:45 in the mocning and I'm guezling a warm Chery Pepsi, trying to puta 
Tittle pep in my system. I give Quint a gentle kick w the side. He groans, grogay, 
Jooks up, and muiters "Santa? 

Quint" say, “need to complete my ULTIMATE Feat of Apocalyptic 
Success: find and, if necessary (which i totally will be), rescue June Del Toro. 

‘Quint grunts, climbs out of his seeping bag, and shuffles over to our lithe 
bathroom, The bathroom is just a bucket on the side ofthe ree house. We have a 
rule—no one looks at what the other person is doing, You wouldn't think that 
‘would need to be rule, but, well, Quint is edd, and stuff like this kept 
happening — 


thinkin’. Het doc 
ferdinae?? 


Quint has another weird habit; He always talks while he's out dhere on the 
bathroom bucket. Today he says, “Before we go driving anywhere, we need 
sasoline.” 

‘See, we've been using gasoline by the gallon-ful to run the generator for the 
‘Xbox ang the coaster oven and the RC helicopter and the massage chair and the 
CCristmas tights and al that jazz 

Thad what I THOUGHT was a brillant plan to get us some easy elecricky 
‘¥"knaw those wheels that mice run an in labs and junk? Well, I was going to 
rab a treadmill fromthe high school gym and. 


‘Quint sad that idea was, and T quote, “s0 dumb, Jack, that T'm not sure how 
anyone who would propase such an idea even manages to get dressed inthe 
morning,” 


1 sai, “Whatever” and pointed out dha his pants were on backwards 


Anyway, agree to get the gasoline—no choice, anly way to find June. I suit 
up, down another Cherry Pepsi and embark on OPERATION: JACK GETS 
GAS, Note—maybe need a new name for this op. 

‘We've drained every nearby ca, so I'm forced to venture farther. 


Look, I've missed out ona lot of things in life: big birthday bashes, rips to 
Disney, inside jokes, being part ofa “clique” at school —I did't get that stuff, 1 
know that—but for the most part, it's all good. 

‘You know why i’ all good? 

Its all good because there’s a feeling you get, when you're walking through 
post-apocalyptic wasteland, and your weapon rests on your shoulder the way a 
Tong sword might have rested on the armored shoulder of King Arthur—and 
man, itis a freaking killer Feeling, 

‘And that feeling, that freedom, that total independence—I don’t know if I'd 
tuade it for a thousand trips to Disney World or Disneyland or Disney Town ot 
Yankee Stadium or Big Eatl’s Peting Zoo or wherever itis parents take kids. 1 

“BLARGGGGHHH 

The sound stops me dead in my tracks. The monster Blarg. And he's close. 

1 tiptoe tothe nearest house and peer around the side, pasta bunch of 


overgrown bushes 

“BLARGGGGHIH! 

That roar sounded closer. 

Atrelis rns up the side ofthe house, covered in wild plant i 
climb up to the roof fora bet view. 

1 spot Blarg’s thick, armored hide, entacle-covered back, and bug-eyed face 
ing above a big house, afew blocks south. 

1 watch as Blarg beads down, disappears behind the house for a momer 
comes back up, holding a zombie, He stares ait. 

gulp 

Cond it be? 

‘Does Blarg think that zombie is me? 

Finally Blarg’s face gets tight, like he’s ticked off. He roars and shoves the 
undead thing into his mouth. As he chews, the sound af the poor zomble’s 
snapping bones echoes across the empty suburban streets, 

My blood runs cold. can barely breathe. [can’t even think of something, 
sarcastic to sy, 

T put my head down and [Hie an the roof, I wait along, long sme before 1 
move again, 


Slowly, 1 


then 


W's nearly noon when I'm finally sure Blag is gone and climb back down the 
ellis, Now— 

Find the gas. No delays. And hopefully, no Blarg, 

Seven blocks from the tee house, I spot a minivan. Peefect. 

‘The as cap needs to be popped from the inside. I try the door. Locked. I step 
away, cock back the Louisville Slicer and—KRAK!—shatter the window. [ pop 
the lock, 

Inside the car, something catches my eye. 

‘A sun-bleached photo, on the dashboard, 


“They look like the happiest family on earth, 

And naw? Now they're probably stumbling around Waketield, bodies 
decaying and limbs falling off 

{can't help but think how they atleast got to be a family. With a dog, eve. 
‘Atleast they got to have a house—a real house, not some random place you just 
{et shipped to every year. 

Abome. 

‘They had what I've always wanted, Now they're zombies—but at leas, fora 
while, they had it 

Twas wrong. 

Ted, before. 1 not all good. There area lot of things in my life that I've 
‘missed out on, but they don’t have much to do with Disa 

{slam the door shut, Enough thinking about family and home. Don’t worry, 
Pm not going all soft on you—I'm still mister jokey monster-blaster Just 
sometimes—y'knnow—emotions, man. 

1 pull outa big empty Gatorade jug, unscrew the truck's was cap, stick the uu, 
Dpeneath it, and the gas begins o flow. 

‘That's when {hear the noise: a sort of soft growling, 


1 pull the Louisville Slicer from its sheath as I slowly tur. 

[Not sure what type of monster this is—I've never seen one like this before, It 
doesn't stink like death, which is nice, 

‘The monster growls again, with more intensity. 

take a slow step back, and then— 

“The monster charges! 

OH CRUD OH CRUD OH CRUD! 

Tur to run and—POW!—slam into the side of the van. hit the ground and. 
the next thing 1 know che monster is leaping, pining me 

‘This is it. Tiss the end. I couldn't even last TWO MONTHS after the 
Monster Apacalypse! Some hera you are, Jack! 

Te monster opens its mouth wide and— 


“Hey, monster, get off! You got dog breath!” I say, laughing, as L manage to 
(get myself ut from underneath tae thing. Then it just sits tere, big yellow 
Tongue hanging out of its mouth, panting, 

“Thanks for aot eating me, pal” I say as I stuff the Gatorade botle inte my 
backpack. “Much appreciate.” 

1 give the monster one final look, then I begin the careful trek home. But the 
big ball of fur follows me. 

‘After two blocks, I siop and tum and yell, “Hey, you gotta beat i! You're a 
‘monster! I'ma, y'know, non-monster. You can’t follow met 

But it doesn't work 


Cimon, ya big drab 
way-teo-friendly 


monster! Leavel 


Nothing. 
1 try speaking to him in monster 


i nothing 
“Look, it's like Romeo and Juliet, monster duke. We come from to different 
worlds. 1°11 never work!" 

Ten rimutes later, when I get back tothe tree house, he's sill nipping at my 
heels. 1 push through the bushes, and— 

“HALT RIGHT THERE!" 


don't understand. 
“Theres a monster 
bein you, 


‘That's Quint. Captain Observant. “Buddy, I know. He followed me home.” 

“Well, tll him to leave!” Quint says. 

“Tied that, He doesn’t understand English or my flawless monster-speah.” 

“Haw do you suggest we proceed?" Quint asks, 

“Well, don’t shoot me, but... eis friendly. {say we let him hang. We'll 
have him in for dinner. You think he likes Pringles?” 

“Jack, are you insane?!? Absolutely not! I'd love to study him and learn more 
is tae risky!” 

“Quint, I hear you telling me no. But think, 'm precy sur, your eves are 


telling me yes.” 
“IACKI" 


Quint glares and hutfs and grumbles, but after a minute, he goes back inde 
the tree house. 
‘Guess that means he's coal with it 


‘And I guess that means I now have a pet monster, L¢hink I'M name him 
Rover 
1 pull my list rom my pocket and make a big, happy checkmark next o— 


chapter seven 


(Okay, thsi it, no playing, no waiting, no putting it off because of something 
dinky like “being horebly verified." We're scouring Wakefield for Tune. Quint 
says I’m nuts. Quint says it’s along shot. Quint says the odds of one random gfe 
being alive inthis town that seems to have very few survivors is infinitely small 

But lke Il him, that doesn’t explain the feeling in my gut. He ells me the 
feeling in my gut is probably just gas and {sock him on the arm. 

Tsay, geting all serious, that none of his reasoning can explain the look in 
June's eyes when I saw her go back into the school that day. look that told me 
[Pd see her again, And not as a zombie. I'd see her alive. And there might even 
be a hug involved. 

So we're on the hunt, 'm behind the wheel of Big Mama, crusing down 
South Street, swerving back and forth across the road to avoid zombies and 
overtumed streetlights and other apocalypuc litter 

st stop, Parker Middle School. I've been there five times so far, standing, 
outside, yelling for June. But maybe she just din’« hear me, So today, I climb in 
the tuck bed, grab a megaphone I nabbed from the fre station, and bust out a 
new strategy: 


June Del Tore! Are you 
in there? This is Jack Sullivan, 
post-apocalyptic action hero, 
here te rescue you 


Quint stares up at me from the passenger seat, “Post-apocalyplic action hero?! 
That's what you're calling yourself?” 

I shrug. “What? It’s accurate.” 

‘Quint rolls his eyes. 

“Well it's beter than Jack Sullivan, Cheez-tt-Loving Kid in a Tree House! 


“Well, then, 1 want a cool tle, 106," Quint says. “Quint Baker, Scientific 

Analyst" 
You have the chance o give yourself any tile ¥ou want and you land on 

enti Analyst?” 

‘Quint shrugs. “Scientific analysis is cool, Jack.” 

Tshake my head and go back to hollering atthe school. We try for another ten 

Nothing, 

“Let's ry the mal,” I say, slipping back ino the seat and putting tbe truck in 
(gear “Girls lke the mall ight? That's thing.” 

But as steer Big Mama up and over the curb and through a mailbox, Quint 
suddenly screams, “THAT'S ITHI” 

“Huh? What? Where?! What's itl?” 

“ICAN'T TAKE IT ANYMORE, FRIEND!" Quint exclaims. “You need to 
lear how to drive.” 
"What are you talking about. I'ma killer diver!™ 


Like that 
already 


Just a serateh 


Look, I think I'm doing prety good for a guy whose rota driving experience, 
‘up tothis point, has been limited to holding an Xbox One controller an just 
squeezing R tigger as hard as I could. But Quint doesn't think thats good 
enough. 

“Two hours later, he’s got me down by the docks, driving through cones and 


practicing three-point turns. Even the zombies are bored, 


And then Quint starts in on the parallel parking. 


(Ok, the euah is st at 

a Yhirly-ninendegee angle, 

6 youl ned fe turn the 

wheel countereachwie te 
inely-two degees. 


Finally I say, “ENOUGH? I’ time we have a litle fun.” 

1 gum it across the parking area. The engine roars. Big Mama is rumbling and 
shaking and the wheel feels gigantic in my hands. 

“Incoming loading dock!” Quint shrieks 

1 cut the wheel hard ight and Big Mama swerves. We 
comer, whien—out of nowhere!—there is some 
Whatever itis dives out of the way a moment before I hit it! 

Islam on the brakes and the tires squeal as we spin toa stop, “I think that was 
a person,” I say. My voice cracks. “We need to get out and look." 

“Not necessary,” Quint says, watching the side mirror. “Iisa person. Sort 
of” 

‘Quine tums to-me. His face Is tight, like now he's the ane having digestive 
problems. “Ie’s Dirk Savage.” 

lookin the earview mirror, 

Quint’s right. Slightly shaking, I reach forthe door handle, 

“What are you doing?” Quint asks. 

(e's. a survivor Like us, We can’t leave him, 

“But Thate Disk! He's the worst! He terorized me!” Quint exclaims. “I don't 
‘want him in our home, That's where I do my research, Jack. MY RESEARCH! 
1s my special place.” 

Ye can’t leave him, Quin, 
1 can see the wheels wrning 


careening around a 


repeat. 
‘Quint’s head. After along moment, he says, 


“ne, But ask him tobe nice to mel” 


horde of zombies have caught wind af ws and ate shuling thelr way aver 
‘Need to be quick 


T step out ofthe ear, and there he stands. 


—DIRK SAVAGE— 


5 edleck p 
Shadow. POPS 2] Guan splatter 
3 What di he 
Pam | bit toaay? 


i A202 


stPoNG! [~ Ni ae A 


y ering wraps 


Foren 
7 things 


Steel-tecd Aw 
bets panting 
Things 


‘Dick towers alone inthe middle ofthe lo, like some Wild West gunslinger. If 


there were tumbleweeds in Wakefield, one would probably roll past us just about 


“Howdy, pardner,” Isa 


in my toughest tough-guy dravl. 


‘So... what do I say here? What are the rules now? How do we behave now 
the world has gone down the can? 


‘Sucidenly-—Dirk’s eyes dart to the side, Uh-oh, was this some sort of trap? 
‘Are we being hoodwinked? Winked by hoods?! 

No 

Worse . 

“FLYING MONSTER!" Dirk shouts, 


A bloodurdling shrek from above, and then & grotesque beast is swooping 
down, Iisa 


Just afore the laws into me and pucks me from the 
ground, Dirk Sava 


—WINGED WRETCH— 


sates! 
Sits te Winged Wich ine se ug Chk of bik af 


after him. “Ah... . Where ate you going?” 
ne monsters will be back, More of them. Need to get to cover” he says, 
| realize then that the bully/bullied relationship has seriously shifted. Dirk's 
clothes are torn and tattered. He i clearly alone, Disk Savage needs my 
{iendship more than 1 ever needed h 

“Well, um—do you wanna, like... hangout?" | ask. “I'm with Quint, we 
have a wee house, There's roam—I mean, if you wanted to 

Dirk ooks at me like I just asked him to slow dance. “What would I want 


With you two losers?" 
T dow’ respond 
After a moment, Dirk's eyes drop t the pavement, He kicks at an ald Nuka- 


Cala boule cap, 
“C'mon,” I say. “You can sil do the whole cough-guy-Honer thing. You just 
to i with us.” 
Dirk says, “Ub-uh, Can't be a loner unless you're alone," 


I sigh. “Dude, I'm not gonna beg.” 
Dirk looks up, then mumbles something that sounds like “Well if shut 
you up...” 
‘Quint Looks like he's going to toss his lunch when he sees Dirk climbing nto 
the backseat. He begins rambling, “Oh, um, hi, Dirk! Mr. Savage—er, Mr, Dirk? 
Sa... haw are things? Been enjoying the apocalypse? 


wy 
thee ested 
vindehe 


Quint frowns. “No, Dirk L don't 

‘Dick laughs—he has a high-pitched ltde giggle-squeal that you'd never 
expect to come out ofthis bruising kid who looks like a thirty-eight-year-old 
rman, “Well, that’s too bad,” he says. “You can make me one late.” 

‘Quint shoots me a look. A look that says, “Jack, I'm going to strangle you 
with your shoelaces. 

“So what are you guys doing out here?" Dirk asks. “Looking for a place to 
play dalls2" 

“No,” I say, “Although fda have a serious thing for Malibu Barbie. She's just 
so beachy and wholesome..." 

Quint rolls his eyes, “We' 
batt about finding her.” 


ooking for Jane Del Toxo, Jack bas a bug in his 


“Well she’s not at her house,” Dik says. 
‘Walt, what?! My heact stars pounding. Wha does Dirk know?! 
T saw her a few weeks back, atthe Food Freazy, looking for grub,” Dirk 
[My face goes hot and I spin around a dhe seat. “Well, id you help her!? You 
helped her, right? No, no, you didn’t did you?! Why didn’t you help her22" 
Dirk glares al me, “Relax yourself. Didn't have the chance. She lft before I 
could get to her.” 
“But she's alive! And she's in town!” 1 look at Quint. “TOLD YOU SO! PA- 
POW! IN YO FACE, QUINT! 
‘Quint frowns. “Or she WAS alive, a few weeks ago, 
Quine, don’t bea negatron. We're making progress here!” 
[sit hack in the seat and close my eyes. 
Tan just plete he, curled! up, erie, surrounded hy monsters. That's 
probably definitely what's happening right now. 


‘Went someone 
plete ve mel? 


Semen tke, maybe, 
pest-apecalyphicachon here 
Jack Sie? 


at's HAPPENING 
RIGHT NOW 


chapter eight 


Every single day now, I drive around row, blaring Big Mama's ham. 1 do it in 
lhe morning, alone, before Quint and Dirk are awake. And every few blocks 1 
‘ut the big bullhora— 

“June Del Toro! Are you out there? June Del Toro! Can you hear me?” 

No luck, 

10s staring o fee! like a wild-goase chase. Ora wild-June chase 

Today Idrive past 12th Street, Which reminds me—it's almost August 12th, 
Quint’s birthday! 
fe never planned a bisthday party before. That’s what moms and dads and 
alls are for. So, a lot of pressure here, Can’ junk this up, 

‘A party should be big and crowded, so thatthe birthday person feels admired, 
appreciated, and accepted. mean, that’s how I alays see them in the movies 
and on TV and sul 

‘So... was thinking about trying to catch a bunch of the zombies and do 
something lke this 


Hom. “Haw about play dead” 


| 
& 
5 
q 
4 
a 


Quint shuffles over and interrupts our games. His eyes are bloodshot and 
there are big bags beneath tem. I doa’t think ie’ slept in days. 

He hands me a piece of paper. “It's a shopping list. We need everything on 
this list, OK?” 

“The lis is full of bungee cards and metal tubes and rope and all sorts of junk. 

“What's allthis for?" Task, 

Quint grins his weirdo grin. Inventive purposes. But trust me, Jack, you'll 
like i.” 

THI need to go ta Hame Depot for this. That's a journey. I climb up into the 
twee house, Dirk fs siting in the corner, reading a Hulls comic. 

“Lec me know if you need help with any of the big words," Fsay. 

Dirk scowls, “What do you want?” 

“We've got stuff to get,” say. "C'mon." 

Dirk shakes his ea, groans—but he gets up. He throws on his oll gray 
sweatshirt, pulls on his monster-basing gloves, and follows me down out of the 
tree house. 

‘He stomps over to Quint, who's siting atthe picnic table, gong over some 
blueprints. 


“Hey, goober,” Dirk barks. “Hove come we gotta go get all this stuff for you? 
‘Why don’t you go ger ie" 

Quint says matter-of-fatly, “Because I'm more valuable here.” 

You think you're more valuable than me, huh?" Dik says, 

“No, I sald I'm more valuable here. Similar sentences, but they mean very 
Aifferenn— 

T'll show you mean— Dik starts, 
Quintholds up his hand, “Dirk, you have no reason to be angry at me. You 
clearly have some sort of chip on your shoulder, and—" 

“Wait, he does?” IJook at Dirk, “Is ia chocolate chip?” 

(Quint rolls his eyes. “lack...” 

‘stand on my tippy-toes and examine Ditk’s shoulder. “Oris ita sour exeam 
and onion chip? Either way, Ill eat the chip. I mean, even if ts salt and 
vvinegat” 

“IT'S NOT AN EDIBLE CHIP ON HIS SHOULDER, JACK! I's ust a 
dumb saying.” 

“Woll, Quint, your dumb saying now has me hungry for chips. That's your 
fault $9000 ..T think you should cook dinner tonight.” 

Quint glares at me, hard like he's tying to laser beam his way through my 
eyeballs. 

“And if you cook us dinner,” I say, “Dirk will agree not to bea jerk. Right, 
Disk?" 

‘You see how I did that? I'm kind of a master of mediation. 

Dirk glares at me for a moment, then he looks to Quin, “Just tell me the real, 
reason you won't go out there.” 

‘Quine shrugs. I'm scared.” 

Dirk eyes Quint, then says, “Well, at least you're honest” 

‘With that, Dick and T head! for Big Marna, 


The Home Depot parking lot is zombie central, Undead! construction-type 
dudes and undead Home Depot employees stumble around, moaning, eager to 
eat any breathing human who gets close 

realy for that. I brought the Seream Machine. 

sam Machine is DOPENESS DEFINED. Quint and built ita few 


weeks back, 
‘We pulled an all-nighter, hopped-up on Moonshine Mountain Dew and past- 
expiration-date Sour Patch Kids, watching hotror movies. Quint recorded all the 
scenes with people screaming, then transferred the audio to his mom’s old 
iPhone. We attached the iPhone to loudspeaker and we attached that to an egg, 


—The Scream Machine— 


You place the Screaim Machine somewhere, spin the litle timer wheel, and 
‘when the time is up, the speaker blasts screams at maximum decibels. That 
brings the zombies 2-stumbling, thinking the screaming belongs to some 
unfortunate, stil-iving hum 

At the ear ofthe parking lot et the timer to twa minutes and drop the 
Scream Machine out the window, When it goes off—oh man, it sounds ike you- 
know what-on-Eat 


AIIIMEEEEEEEEEEE EW, 


‘There's a mass zombie migration, leaving Dirk and me an open path wo the 
store entrance, We step inside. 


Geed, Cleanup in 


ALL THE AISLES. 


‘We grab a cart. Dirk i dedicated, tracking down everything on the ist. 1 


les dedicated and go staight for the power tools, [spend ten minutes w 
the pluses and minuses of a variety of erazy-cool drills. We're heading f 
exit when I spot it 

1, 


‘Something awesome, Something heavenly. 


“Dirk!” I say. “We need that Ping-Pong table, THATS what I'l get Quint for 
his birthday!" 

[expect Dirk to tell me that’s a dumb idea and that I’m a dumb dork and 
yadda yadda yadda dork dum dork, but instead his eyes light up and he says, “I 
lave Ping-Pong!" 

“Who doesn’?! You'd have to be some sort of fun-hating demon to nar like 
Ping-Pong,” 

We' 


ping closer to the table when Dick stops. He sniffs ac the at, Then 
ve you not been wearing deodorant? 


‘Thea we both smell it. Its not my pits It isa foul, fetid, nose-assaulting 
stench—mold mixed with fresh death, 
Dirk and I spin around, and— 


red to the second power, Seared squared. 
“Dirk,” 1 whisper. guy before. You see that sear on his 
forehead? [ gave that Ten saw him lates, few blocks from the tee 
house, I think he's been, lik, hunting me.” 

“Real great, Jack,” Dik says. “Real grea.” 


“Also, just FYI, his name is Blag,” I whisper 
“Why is his name—" 


Blarg doesn’t just terify tiny humans like me—he freaks out zombies 10, ln 
seconds, they're rushing past us, moving toward the deor—a whole mess of 
stumbling, bumbling, stamach- grumbling zombies. 

‘That's when Dirk says it, A sentence [thought I would never ever hear. 


Tess me that 
Ping-Pong table. 


Huh?” 
Before I can react, Dirk i lunging past me and grabbing the table—which 
‘must weigh a hundred poured, 
“Follow me!” he shouts 


PING-PONG PowEr ESCAPE! 


Dirk shoves the Ping-Pong table and all of Quint’s junk in the back of Big 
‘Mama while I clamber up into the driver’ seat. Dirk hops in, yelling, “Go, po, 
go!" 

Behind us, Blang bursts out through the front ofthe Home Depot, bringing 


down the wals. I's about as loud as a marching band falling off a cliff. Blarg's 
Hike a tank, crushing cars and stomping shopping carts beneath his fet, 

“That ting is gonna Kill us!" Dick yells. For the fist ume, Dirk sounds 
scated. Whacdya know. He's human feral, 

“Don't worry.” I say. “Big Mama is prepared fora situation lke this...” 

{reach down tothe control panel and flick the switch marked BUTTER- 
SLICK SLINGERS. 


Blarg takes his next step, and—SLIP! 
His feet go out, He grabs fora streetlight, trying to brace himself, but— 
SNAP! Itcracks in 60, and— 


Big Mama: 1 


Blarg: 0 

As we race away, I glance atthe rearview mist. 

Blarg’s eyes. His many eyes. They’re watching us. They're watching me. ME! 
Hating me, Promising revenge. Uhave this horrible feeling that 11! be meeting 
this vile villain again, 

“Un. this cat has butter slicks?" Dik asks, snapping me aut of my Blang- 
induced terror, 

I nod. “Yep. Prey rad, right? Quint’s idea. We had to haul four barrels of the 
stuff from the movie theater, but it was worth it.” 

“Those butter slicks saved our bus,” Dirk says. 

{I nod. Quint’s good at saving butts. Saved mine many times. He's a primo 
burtsaver, 

Dirks quiet for 2 moment, At ast, he says, “Maybe I don't give that kid 
enough credit...” 


‘When we get back tothe tee house, Quint is in the midst of having a full-blown 
freak-out, 

“What took you so long?” he screams, “L thought you were zombie chow!" 

“We ran into some trouble,” I say. 

Quint frowns 

“Don't worry,” Isay. “After we ran into it, we ran avay from it” 

“1 got you a birthday present,” Dirk says. 

hat, Dirk? Noogies? A punch inthe nose?” 

“No, for serious, But not just from me. From me and Jack, The two of us 
Happy birthday, geek,” Dirk says, reaching into the back of Big Mama and 
unveiling our super-awesome new Ping-Pong, table (which also makes a good 
makeshift battering ram, as we learn), 

Quine's eyes light up. 


Dirk steps forward and sticks out his hand, Quint flinches. Sort of stumbles 
back, like he thinks it's a trap. 

Dirk rolls his eyes, Quint stops himself 

He stands up straight—straigheer than I've ever seen, Then he steps forward 
and shakes Dirk's hand. 


Take more photos. Great photos 


You! Yeah, you, 
: brainless—jast a 
chapter nine a issic to the lel 


After our litle bithday celebration, Hell Quinta about the monster Blarg, and 
Quint FREAKS. 

Trell Quint to stop being a nuclearoverreactor, but secretly, I'm glad Quint 
knows about the Blarg threat, 

‘Quint puts his current top-secret project on hak, the one we went to Home 
‘Depot to yet supplies for until we Linish truly aming the tree house. He has Dirk 
‘knock down the back wall to the Robinsons’ garage, so we can get inside without 
‘pening it upto the street sie of the house. And inside the garage, Quint sets up 
a full-blown invention workshop. 


We should 
explore the ruins 
the Bet Buy 
toda! | wonder if 
that weirdo eaghier if 
4 tombe now? 


So while Quint spends h the garage, working on blueprints fora 
nevey fortified tee hou ind | keep busy and time flies. 


We could 
vwatth DVDs en 
The side ef the 


get 


‘Anda meat! 
‘Yim, tour the 
tree house ike 2 
aif: We ein put 
2 ving beard on 
‘the tle ofthe 
Tres heute, 


Every few days, Quint hands Dirk and me a lst of things we need to help arm 
‘ant defend the ree house. 1's ea5y—the town fsa smorgasbord! All forthe 
taking! Fireworks, video games, trampotines—everything, 

‘Dick spray-paimts a giant, almost life-size version of Blarg onthe sie of the 
neighbor's house. Quint says I need to be prepared, so the next time I see Blarg, 
it's the last ime—and not the last time I see him because he plucks my eyeballs 
‘out or something, butte last time I see him “cause I slay him, 

Remember Isai how I look at things like video games? Wel, if life is a 
video game now, it sure feels like Blag is the final boss. And everyone knows, 
You NEVER battle the final boss without being prepare. 

Tsitand stare at that big painting on the side ofthe house, And T look at that 
forehead, The scat. 

‘What did! Arnold say, in that movie with de alien? 


‘So while I spend my time practicing whacking away at spray-paint Blarg, 
Dirk finishes digging the moat-—which is really just a swimming poo! that goes 
all the way around the tree house. We had to walt for a hard rain to fill he pool. 
1s prety mueldy, but still—ie's our own moat pool! 

‘Whenever Quint takes a break from his ploting and planning, we play 
‘swimming poo! games. Like diving-board catch, 

‘Quint and I are terrible at civing-board catch. { haven’t caught a single ball 
yet Something goes wrong every time: elther I jump to0 high or he throws it in 
the wrong ditection, 


And stil, every morning and every evening, Ihop into Big Mama and go for 
my ride—cruising down the street, hollering “June Del Toro! Are you out there? 
June Del Toto! Are you out there?!” 

‘Suill nothing, 

But ['m not giving up hope. 

‘So anyway, yeah, this is it—this is life now 

‘And ona rancor night, when the weathers right, Quint and Dirk and fda 
something diferent, 


‘We stop. 

‘We stop adventuring and we stop researching and we stop baling monsters 
and we just chil out, We make raot heer cocktails and we roast marshmallows 
and we kick hack, relax, and enjay the post-apocalypuic sunset. 

Just me and my best frends, hanging out inthe ree house atthe end ofthe 
work 

‘And-—o, yeah—this puppy is seriously armed tothe woth. 


Te 


Al he 


But don’t forget—I know all about being jerked aut of good situations, As 
soon as anything in my life ever gets good, it quickly changes. Something, 
ruddy comes to take it away. 

‘And I suspect I krow what that “something crud" Is. 

Blarg 

My Spidey sense is tingling. A buzzing inthe back of my brain, telling me 
thac the nightmarish manster is growing tired of waiting for me. That saan 
enough, Blarg will come to finish me olf 


chapter ten 


Quint, what's 
the heldup2"? 


The grilled 
donuts are almost 


Tie net 
wating for 
om 


1s early aftemoon and I've eaten all the donuts when Quint and Dick finally 
‘come out ofthe garage, ready to reveal this top-secret Home Depot supply 

project thing. Dirk is carrying a contzaption made of bungee cords and ropes and 
an old Harley-Davidson motorcycle seat we yanked off may zombified neighbor's 


bike 
“Um... what is thar?” Lash, 


“What the hu?" I say. 
‘Quint whistles and Rover bois over: Dirk begins placing de thing on his 
back. 
1 can't believe what I'm seeing: i's a saddle. A saddle for riding Rove, 
‘fthis thing works, Rover will no longer just be a goofy monster that hangs 
around and sort of almost does tricks 
He'll be 


And just like that, Rover is oft! grab the reins and my pet monster stampedes 
sacross the yard like a unaway bronco. 

“Ub. ,. dudes?!2" I shout, but it’s to late... 

Rover barels right through the backyard fence and out into the street. 


Um, Rover, just 
STOP PLEASE 
WOULD YAP? 


But Rover only goes faster. He rampages down Prescott Steet, crashing 


through Fences, charging across backyards, smashing down front doors, and 
tearing through houses, 

‘As Rover veers toward the town forest, [spot a dangling mas of Vine- 
TThingies ahead of us. Snaking plants, reaching out eager, ready to choke me the 
Instant I get close. 

manage ta pull the Louisville Slicer ut from its sheath justin time, and 1 
swing: 


‘We dash past the man-cating plant monsters, and Rover leads us up a treelined 
path to the top of Bear Hill, the highest point in twn. 

Rover slows 10a trot, 

“Tjust need to teach you bow to stop, buddy," Isa, scratching Rover's ears as 
{take a look around, You can see everything ftom Bear Hil, 

1 see the comic book store 

I see the high school football fel, 

1 see the middle schoo, and I— 

The middle school. 

1 squint. Theve's something henging from one of the windows. [yank out my 


camera and zoom in 


[A sweatshirt, know that sweatshirt. Thats June Del Toro’s sweatshirt! 

‘That means. 

‘She must still he in the school! She must not have lef, after the craziness in 
the parking fu! She must be trapped in there—either someplace inside where she 
can’t hear ni wneplace she can’t respond fom. 

Holy moo cows. This is it 

‘THIS 15 IT 


Feat of 
Apocalyptic 
Success. 


chapter eleven 


[Nelther Quint or Dirk really understand this need 1 have 10 rescue June, 
“We just have ta!" Tsay. “I's the right thing ro do." 
Quint rolls his eyes, and leans over— 


Arght 

Tsay yes just ro shut them up, and then we all agree—we'll goto the school to 
rescue June. 

‘We gather around the big map in the commanel center to plat a route across 
town, Aer some intense debate, we agroe on: 

1. Down South Street, past the Dozer zone. 

2. Acruss the old bridge, where the Qcto-Beast ives (DRIVE FAST HERE) 

3, Around the quany, where the Stone Tewer Monster hangs out 

4, Straight down Main Steet, which requires serious driving sills to navigate 
all the abandoned old cars and undeaders, 


5. Up Spring Sireer to Parker Middle School, where we race inside and 1 say, 
“JUNE, I'M HERE TO RESCUE YOU! COME WITH ME IF YOU WANT Tt 
LIVE!" and June says, “OH, THANK YOU, JACK SULLIVAN! YOU ARE AN 
AMAZING HERO! 

6 Hop back imo Big Mama and cruise back to the tre house, pumping 
summertime eo jams, 

7. Live happily ever after, slaying monsters and living the good lie. 

We all prety much agree— 


Best plan 
Aanjoody ever 
had in the 


‘But what todo about Rover? 
‘Quints working on bullding him a Lie Snoopy-style doghouse 
(monsterhouse?), where Rover can sleep and play with his bone. 


But the monsterhouse isn’t dane yet. So say t Rover (like he can 


understand me ...), "Rover, [have ro go do something very important. Post- 
Apocalyptic Action Hero business. You stay here. And for once, DON'T 
FOLLOW!" 

Rover makes a super-sad puppy-monsier face. 

“Don't you make that face at me, Rover,” I say. “We'll be back in wo shakes 
ofa monsier’s ta 

Inside Big Mama, 1 wrap mi fingers around the leather wheel 

I can't believe it. 1's happening, The moment I've been waiting for. The 
‘opportunity to truly be Jack Sullivan, Post-Apacalyptic Action Hero, It's here 
And this is t—the big one, 


THE RIDE THROUGH MONSTER 
_LAND TO RESCUE JUNE! 


AL ight es. 
Bache op Is Hine 


te ge get my gil 


She dacs't 
ven brew 
your rm 


At the Old Bridge I gum i past the Octo-Beast. The Octo-Besst bursts aut of 
the water, linging his slimy rentacles around! Our botle-rocket launchers don't 


ae im 9) 600M! 


At the quarry I burn rubber, pedal to the metal, racing right beneath the giant 
Stone Tower Monster, 


1 don’ think he’s too bright, 
‘Up Main Street, Ido my best not to slam into every single parked cat take 
ut six bicycles, two stop signs, and a really nice BM 
Not bad fora high-speed cruise! 
Racing around the comer of Summer Stee, [see it 
Our 
Parker Micidle School! And yikes. 


Lors 
— 


OF ZOMBIES! 


YA 


I steer Big Mama up over the sidewalk. Laying on the brakes, the ruck slides, 
spinning aroun 180 degrees, tearing up grass, and SLAMMING: inc the big ole 
‘ak tee in front ofthe school 

‘We're within sling distance of the school. We can worry about geting Big 
‘Mama free when we leave. 

“Rescue time!” I shout, 


‘We seramble out ofthe tuck and race up the school’s Front steps. Tgrab hold, 
and—clink! 

T's locked! look back at Big Mama. Zombies are coming from every 
direction! Surrounding ic and surrounding us, 

Ws a swarm! 

Now we have no way of escaping and no way of getting into the school 

‘This may nor have been the “best plan anybouly ever had in the history of 
plans," 

1 squeeze the handle and give it everything got. But the door won't bulge 
Blast! Blast my pathetic Lisle arms! 

‘Quint scratches his chin. “If could fashion an electrical charge, [could blow 
the door off its hinges. But that would take at least—" 

RIPE 


“Yeah, well, I loosened it for you,” I mutter as I step inside Parker Middle 
School. There's a KA-KLANG as Dirk jams the door back into place behind us. 

"Now, here's the ching with schools. I hate them. You probably do, to, Most 
ids hate school. But I hate schoal WAY MORE than most kids. See I've 
anended about ten diferent schools in my thirteen years. Every year, shulfled 
fram one place to the next, every time & new home, a ew school to go with 

Tome, every time I enter a school—t's a remind of how I'm not normal, 
How I'm not like other, regular people. How # just dont fit in 

And seriously, again, like {sald—if you think I'm trying to get sympathy 
points or something, I'm totally not. 'mn just saying —as much as you hate 
schoo}, U hate it lke 88x as much, 


So whem I stepped inta the school and saw it had been ravaged and nearly 
destroyed, I was surprised tha I fel, well, sad 

But [think I know why. See, this School is where I met Quint, The best friend 
Tver had-—and even though I've known him for less than a year, W's the longest 
{riendship ve ever fad 

‘And this is where I met Dirk. Big, lovable, jerk-faced, reformed-bully Dirk, 

‘And June, 

June, who is somewhere inthis building, trapped, in danger, possibly 
‘wounded, in desperate need of our help, June, who doesn’t really ike me, June, 
\who I'm tying to save anyway. 

[As we step farther into the school t gets darker. Soon we ean barely see 
anything, 

‘Quint reaches into his bag and pulls out ths lite headlamp thing because of 
course Quint owns something like that, Which I'm not knocking, “case 
actualy prety great 

‘Quint’s headlamp lights up andl we see— 

Nothing. 

1s empty, Abandoned, Scraps of paper liter the floor, Flyers for school 
dances that should have happened months ago, No zombies, no monsters, io 
nothing, 

Ws quiet 

As.action heroes like myself say, fo0 quiet 

‘Our footsteps echo as we tiptoe through the halls. Past the empty music room. 
Past the empty principal’ office. Past the empty auditorium 

“Two more tums, and we come out atthe school's Lang rear hallway. I look 
down the hall 1's @ mess—hackpacks on the ground, lockers hanging open. But 
ro zombies, 

All of it, empty 

‘And then I hear it 

Y'know when you're bowling, and you throw a gutter bal? It's that sound — 
that sound, combined with the ghastly undead how! of hungry zombies, coming 
from the darkness, 

“Quint,” I say. “Pass me your headlamp.” 

““What!? This is mine. Get your own, friend!” he says, all offended, 

1 groan and yank the thing aff his head. I shine the light down the hall behind 
us, looking co see what horible dhing could be chasing us. And when I see it i's 
just... it's— 


ar of the 


cause of death, Fear ofthis hideous, disgusting evil upon us. 
Pm too seated to speak. I just sort of push Quin and shove Dik, Ushering 
them forward, until we're all running, fullsprini, down the halla 


Jack, youre 
making ime very 
nervous! 


Don't turn 
around, just keep 
running! 


“JUST KEEP MOVING." 
“WHAT IS IT, JACK?” Dirk demands 
meee 


Zombie hands, 
palling it 
forward 


tis aball. A massive ball. A massive ball of tangled limbs. A massive ball of 
tangled zomble limbs: all of them, wrapped together, legs and arms and bodies 
intertwined. Faces, hands, fet, egs—everything knotted and twisted. 

‘Their hands are reaching, grabbing, pulling them along so that the ball is 
barreling down the hallway toward us. This rolling mass of undead bodies fills 
the hallway completely offering no hope of hiding or dadging, 


‘We rip around the corner, then up the stairs to the 7th grade floor, taking the 
steps two ata time, But THE ZOMBIE BALL FOLLOWS US! It barrels up the 
stairs, bony hands grabbing each step and pulling the undead monstrosity ever 
closer. 

‘We race around the comer, into the hall, and—HOLY MOTHER OF CRUD 
BALLS! 

set of double doors ahead of us. Dirk grabs hold and tugs. No use. They're 
locked from the other side, 

turn 

‘The zombie ball is upon us. 

This is it. This is how it's gonna end, 

‘We're gonna be crushed—and then eaten— by a giant ball of twisted 
entangled zombies! 

‘We're doomed, Doomed to die atthe many, many hands ofthe zombie ball 


About-to-die faces! 


\ 


ZOMBIE BALL BUSTED! 


une Del Tor. 


What are 
you fools 
deing here? 


chapter twelve 


une looks like some sort of crazed killer Amazonian warlor princess! She's got 
‘8 broom handle carved into 8 spear and her hair is whipping around like there's a 
breeze but there's no breeze I's just her hale being ke, wicked, 


Friend, she 
doesn’t lock like 
she needs 
rescuing. 


We've here 
te rescue yeu! 


had a few differeat ideas about how this rescue might go down, 
“Most of them looked something Lik this: 


But none of them looked like this 


what's happening now— 


You need 
to leave. 


“But we've hereto rescue you!” I say. 
“Idon’t need rescuing,” June says cooly. 
“OF course you dot” I exclaim, "You're trapped here! I knew it *eause I saw 
Your sweatshirt in the window. The red one withthe yellow stripes!” 
“une looks at me like I'm a eeeper. “You know what clothes T awe?” 
‘Guess I do sound like a creeper. “Um, I just pay atention to those things, I 
guess" Tmumble. I'm, ah observant.” 
June frowns. “That's alle cute and a litle weird, But | dan’ need help.” 


Bt you sau 
ame with us We have 
a whole tee house! Is gt 
rary gadgets ad Video ges 
ed oe ache 
Petty much the best 


“Jack,” she says, “imy parents are coming to rescue me, All need to do is 
‘wait here. What I don't need is thee idiot boys running around, bringing zombie 
balls upstairs, Understand?” 

“How do you know your parents are coming?” 

“Lust know, OK?" she says, he voice harsh, 

“Look, June, I don‘ think you understand. You're probably in shock. See, I 
am pretty, pretty awesome, 'm like a post-apocalyptic James Bond. I mean, T've 
got a license to kill monsters.” 

Tune looks at me like she's going to feed me 1 the zombies hersel 

“No, for real, Tdo. See?” Tsay, handing June a plece of paper. 

She tales the paper, eyes it suspiciously, then looks up and says, “Jack, this 
2 to1m-off piece of a Denny’s menu that you wrote License co Kill Monsters 

1 cross my arms, ean against a locker, and smile like a boss. “Yup. Sick, 


right? You should feel honored tha I'm here to rescue you June glares at me. After a moment she shakes her broom-handle spear with 
“Tue is less than impressed, “You speed “i ro, frustration and says “FINE!” 
ng. “Spelling doesn't matter when it comes to killing monsters." “Great!” Vay. "So. 
al, but killing does mater. And you spelled “kl” wrong, too. You used 


How about 


“JACK! DON'T NEED RESCUING!” 
Dirk, Quint, and 1 exchange feaked-our glances. Angry girls are more 
tectfying than any beasts 

‘After a moment, June catches her breath “Look, Jack, guys, thank you for 
coming here. Glad to know other people are alive. But | don't need rescuing, 
‘and, really, Pd like you to leave. Please. 

Take a step back, I don’t understand —t've come this fr I've searched high 
and low for June. And now that I've finally found her—she has no interest in 
being rescued?! 

No, Doesn't jibe 

T need a new tactic. [need to buy some time to convince her of my 

“Can we at least stay here until morning?” Task, “Y"know, since we just 
busted our butts to get here.” 


DoIN'-DANGERous-STurF- 
IN-THE-SCHOOL MONTAGE! 


‘When we're dane, I collapse on the flor, wipe the sweat from my eyes, and 
pull out my Feats of Apocalypuie Success list 1 just completed a few big anes, so 
{start checking them off 

‘Suddenly, June's standing over me. “Gimme that," she says, yanklng the 
paper from ray hands, She reads i outloud. “Punch a zombie inthe nose: 10 
points. Tie a balloon toa Dozer: 50 points. Hita Dozer in the butt with a 
paintball: 50 points. Swing from a vine like Indiana Jones: 80 points, Evade 
Principal Zombie: 100 points.” 

‘She lowers the paper. "You di al this staff? 

Yup!" I say, grinning. “That vine one was tough, Harison Ford makes it look 
so easy, but relly, you have to get a good grip and make sure it's not, lik, a 
‘weak vine and make sure the water's deep enough and if there are, lik, bees 
anywhere, then na way—" 

“ack, wait—are you, um, are you actually having fun during the end of the 
world?" 

“I mean—ook, t's terrible," I say, all serious now. “But I'm not gonna jus 
sive up. Some days are way scary, yesh. And sometines things are pretty 
freaking sad. But 'm tying real, real hard here to keep on living and enjoying 
every moment, With friends.” 

June looks down at te paper. ""Damsel in Distress,” she reads, “What's thet 
one?” 

Uh-oh. Bustedddd. "Um, well—that’s the big one. That’s rescuing you.” 

June hal-smils, eans against the locker, and slides down until she plops 
conto her but. 

‘She's staring off down the all, watching Quint chase Dirk with a mop and 
bucket. Dirk is laughing —that goofy, high-pliched squeal he has. 

“Gotcha! You're it!” 

June looks back to me. “You guys are alittle nuts, you know that?” 

[grin “Being a litle nuts i a litle good, think.” 

“une shifts uncomfortably, lke she's thinking about something real hard. 1 
think this is it. She's going co see the light, She's going to realize, like I realized, 
that life during the Monster Apocalypse is a whole brick-load better with 
buddies. 

“Then she looks at me. We lock eyes, Just lke we locked eyes months ago, in 
the parking lot, when the world began to collapse. And she says, “Its late. You 
should get some sleep. You guys are leaving frst ing inthe moming,” 

Groan. 

I round up Dirk and Quint—who were, no joke, inthe middle ofa tickle fight. 
Jone has built a home base in our old homeroom by clearing away most of the 


desks and dragging in the couch from the teachers" lounge. 

‘Quint, Dirk, and I head out into the hall 1o raid lockers and gather jackets and 
backpacks so we can make litle makeshift beds. 

‘When we're out of earshot, Dirk whispers, “So whats the deal? The gle isn'c 
coming tomorrow?" 

I'm still working on it," I say 

“We leave tomorrow morning, Jack, no matter what,” Quint says, “We can’t 
Teave Rove.” 

“I know, I know,” [say. "I’m on i, okay? I'm on it, Jack on the case. Gonna 
be handled.” 

‘Then we all elim into our beds. [toss and turn, mind racing. I'm wide 
awake. Zero sleep happening. Also, not super helpful that Dirk snores like a 
grizzly bear suffering from a serious head cold. 

How do I get June to see the light? 

hear something then, Not snoring. Something ese. 

Fooisteps 

Ob, n0, 


During our awesome actin school montage, did I mess up—did I leave a 
door unlocked? Is there a zombie shuffling around the room right now? About to 
rip into our throats and dine on our delectable neck flesh? 


chapter thirteen 


Tit up. 

SSquinting in the darkness, see a figure, creeping across the room. I hear the 
door unlock, then watch the figure step ou into the hal 

Tne dim light, 

Hey, I just used “imal 

Anyway, what is she up 1? 

Thick my way out of my jacket-blanket bed and tiptoe out into the hallway 
June s pulling open a door and stepping into the stairwell 1 know that stairwell 
leads to the roo. 

1 follow her. 

“The tof is welL-lit by the moon, June is standing near the ledge. Next to her 
4s a large plastic trash bare 


ut” and “June” in dhe same sentence. Go me! 


Jhune spin, startled, 
“*Sory, Didn't meant seare you." 
"You dil’, she says, That's ali. 

What are you doing up hore? I's four in the morning.” 

June reaches ino the ash bin and pulls out tennis Dall. 1 peek inside the 
barrel, I's filled with hundreds of tennis balls. Other erapty trash barrels are 
scaltered across the root. 

“This is how 1 et out frustration,” June say, hurling a tennis ball toward the 
crowd of zombies below. The tennis ball nails a zombie— our gym teacher, Mr, 
erkis—in the back. 

“Ir'sa game I play,” June says. “Ten points for hitting a zombie in the head, 
five points for the body, twenty points if I eal it. Like if Tsay, ‘Jess Aronesty, in 
the head” and actually hit Jess Aronesty inthe head, that’s twenty points.” 

“Like my Feats of Apocalyptic Success! Are you copying me? Don’t be a 
copycat, June," I say, ginning, 

June laughs. That makes my heart swell, Grea, now I have a swollen heart, 1 
hope the swelling stops before it kills me. 

Trech inio the bin, "OK, Fm calling it. Mr, Wind, inthe face,” I say, 

cock back my arm and ing the tennis ball I miss Mr. Winik by about forty- 
six and a half feet, “Lame,” June says as she reaches down into the barrel. 
“Lame and zero points.” 


So, how long 
have you heen 
here, in the 

school? 


Since this all. stored 
eft ome time, te get 
foud—but it wat fee 
scary out there 


“Our eyeballs” Isay, sounding very suave and European. “Our eyeballs 


shared a moment 

June rolls her eyes in the cutest way possible. “You are weird, Jack. 
Annnnyyyhoo, yeah, Tran to the newspaper alice fist. Oh, that reminds met We 
‘were going to put one of your pictures in that issue. The one you took af band 
practice.” 

“Ugh,” I groan. “That pic was lamer than a one-legged zombie.” 

Jne laughs softly, barely, “You just wanted to take photos of adventure stuff, 
right?" 

shrug. “I'm just an adventuring kind of guy" 

“Well, you got your chance naw," she says with a sigh 

T nod and sigh with her. 

“Anyway, yeah, [ent Inside. Thought I'd wait litle while and then the 
police would show up and my parents would come get me. Never happened, 
Zombies came, clawing at the door, I hid in the closer did't came out for two 
‘whole days, And when {did come out there was. Just. . some monster—Dig, 
as house! Eating people! And the other people, they were—well, you know. 


“Yep. I know, Undead.” 

“So I locked doors and did! my best. keep the things trapped dawnstas, in 
the rear of te school, And naw it's just me here.” 

“What about your parents?” 

June gulps and grimace, like Ic hurts to swallow. Maybe I shouldn't have 
asked 

“I saw tem on the fifa day,” she says. “A big bus rolled by, pulled by a tank, 
‘There was a soldier on a microphone, saying anyone who was nota zombie 
Should come with them. My parents were in the bus. They were looking out at 
the school. 1 banged my fists on the window and I screamed and I shouted until 
my throat was sore, But it worked. They saw me.” 

“Wait—really? They saw you?” 

Tune nods. “My dad trled to run out. But the solder wouldn't let him off the 
bus. And T couldn't go out there without the zombles getting me. Then the bus 
turned the corner, and they were gone, Just... gone.” 

| pick at my hangrall, uncomfortable, not sure what to say. “AL east they"re 
sale, somewhere. 

June shrugs. After a moment, sie says, “Jack, m sonry [freaked at you guys 
before, But you see why I can't leave the school. My parents kaw I'm here, 
They're going to come for me. And I can’t have you guys messing that up.” 

‘But, June, wlien your parents come back, everyone will come with them. No 
matter where you are, they'll find you. Even if you're, y"know, like, maybe, 
hanging out in my tree house ..." 

June glares at me 

““What!? I'm just saying [really think you should come back to the tree house 
With us. I's fun—there's a wind chime, we have cookies sometimes. 

June sighs. She launches a tennis ball. I bounces off the back o 
chemistry teacher with a TONK? 

“Irs nasty, right?" June says, “Be honest. The ree house is nasty ancl smells 
like boys. Boy smell is worse than zomise smell. Almost.” 

Teal into the bare, “Sve de janitor, Mr. Urk? I'm going co knack the bat 
ofthis head." 

“No way.” 

{narrow my eyes. “Just watch I'm super accurate.” 

[launch the ball, And I miss badly. The tennis ball hits our assistant principal 
Inthe face, bounces off he, hits some rando inthe chest, then rolls along the 
ground, where anather zombie stepson it, alls over into anather zombie, and 
about adozen ofthe undead things collapse ina goofy pile, 

look at June, and suddenly, together 


ih grade 


“Oh yeah, you're real accurate, Jack,” June says, trying to catch her breath. 
“Hey!” {exclaim “I took out like twelve zombies with that ane throv. IF we 

‘were bowling, that'd bea strike. Of cours, if we were bowling, we'd be ata 

bowling alley and they'd probably have air hockey and that would be fantastic.” 
My sides ache. June says, panting, “I don’ think I've laughed in months." 
[smile at her “'m tellin’ ya, June, life is beter when you get a chance to 


laugh every now and then. Even if ther 


e's hay smell involved. And let me just 
real quick—I have the BEST boy smell. Top notch, Grade A! 
“Let me guess. AXE body spray?” 

“Even better, Christmas tree air freshener: [rub it all aver my chest every 
‘morning—it's nice, gets you in that holiday mood.” 

“June shakes her head and goes quiet again, She shifts uneasily, like she's 
thinking real hard, She picks a her sneakers. AC last, she says, “OK, tell me 
about this tree house of yours.” 

My eyes go wide and I leap to my feet. My heart is just about pounding out of 
my chest 


Its got swings 
and a TV and— 


And it's 3 a 
‘meat peal and a diving 
board and— 


And it's get 
periscopes and 
Ap lines and— 


Jack," she says, "you can stop talking now. 1 like this, here, what's 
happening. | like laughing 1 ike stupid games. Tomorrow morning, when you. 


ANIEREHHE 01! 1 can’t believe it 1 can't believe it can't believe it 
“OK, sure," 1 say, ying real hard to sound like I dant care. "That's cool If 
you want to, T mean, whatevs, No wortes, ether way.” 
June shakes her head, “You're a huge dork.” 
“only on opposite day.” 
“Just know one thing, Jack.” 
what?” 


Daimiel 
ta dite. 


chapter fourteen 


When June and I step back into Me. Vogel's room, Quine and Dirk are waiting for 
us Quint is Ieaning against the far window with his arms crossed, He looks tke 
a ticked-off teacher who wants to know why it took you thiry minutes to run co 
the bathroom. 

“Uh, hey, buddies" I say, "You're awake?" 

You know [can’t sleep without my earplugs, Jack. heard you sneaking 

Troll my eyes. "Oh yes, of course, Your earwax-collecting nuggets..." 

“They're not earwax-collecting nuggets, Jack! They're earplugs and you 
know I have sensitive hearing, ough, never mind. Now that I'm awake, 1 see 
that we havea problem,” 

‘No, we don’t!” L exclaim, “No problems! We have good! news! June is 

coming, Right, June?” 

‘Tune nods yes. She's still ying to ack the atnude, like she doesn’t need 
anyone's help 

“Great,” Quint says ashe splits open the metal blinds, “but that doesn't solve 
this problem.” 

| walk aver and peer through the blinds. Big Mama is parked out front, where 
ve let her. She's surrounded by zombies, A lnndred, almost, OF, bad, but that’s 
not the end of the ward (No pun intended.) I's not like— 

‘Obbhi 

Farther out, across the street, 1 see something colossally worse than zombies 


Blarg 

The monster is sting on top of some poor dude's house. The roof is caved in 
Inthe middle, the wooden walls are bent athe sides, dae windews are shacered, 
ani the frant door fs popped open, Brg i ust perched there, wating, watching 
the school, The nerve of this Blarg 


| shut the blinds. “So, June, litle iecup here. Nothing to lose our heads over. 
Bur it’s not just zombies aut there. I's also, wm, Blarg.” 

“Tune crosses her arms, “I'll probably regret asking this, but... whar’sa 
Blarg?™ 

“Blang isa, uh, well—a big man-eating monster. Wi bit of an amide 
problem.” 
PS Minm-hmin," Je says “And Jack, probably regret asking his, to. But 
ddo you have any idea why this “Blarg’ is here?” The annoyance in June's voice is 
about as thick as maple syrup. 

1 cough into my hand. “Wel, a few months back, I got ino, just a y'know, a 
litte scuffle with him atthe CVS. And, well—" 

“You what?” June growls. 


Tune looks like she's about to punch me inthe nose. “Well, you weren't 
bidding,” sbe says, pecking through the blinds. “He is bi 
“And he's just chilling out!” Texclaim, “He's watching the school and 


arching Big Mama, Waltng for us 1o make a move. Y"know, I've had enough 


of this guy. 
yank up the blinds and throw open the window. "Hey, Blarg! LEAVE ME 
ALONE! JUST GET OUTTA HERE, MONSTER JERK! 

“Jack, you fool!” Quint says, and runs to the windaw. 

‘Blarg’s ear holes open and his big head cranes from side to sie. He hops 
ddown off the house. The windows rite as he hits the ground, no more than two 
hundeed fect from us. His head jerks around again, He's sniffing, Hunting forthe 
‘source of my vaice, 

“Look at that thing!” Dirk says. “He's so dumb, he can’t even see us up here!’ 

T shake my head, “He's not dumb. He's the opposite. OF all dhese monsters aut 


the Forehead, Jack,” June says 

“Look, lesson learned, OK? Inthe future, 11 ry co shiniize all monster 
forehead stabbings." 

‘Blarg is stomping closer when he almost trips over a car. The massive 
‘monster stumbles before catching himself 

Quintets outa “Hem. 

“What are you huis about?” June asks 


Quint runs over toa desk and whips out his dietionary-sived three-ring, 
research binder, The rest of us cove aroun, watching Quint Mp through pages. 
Every few moments, he'll pause, think for a moment then continue flipping, 
ly, he stops on one of my photographs and says, “Tack, you magnificent 
son of a gun!” 

‘Why? What? Idd something good? 1 mean, obviously I did—but ub, which 
{good thing are you talking about?” 

‘Quint spins the book around 


{Quins going a mile a minute now, "Your photos, Jack, I told you they were 
useful! See this one here—the one you took when you first fought Blarg at CVS? 
See how Blarg's eyes are pale white and sort of see-through?” 
Yeah, 50... 

“That means his low-light vision is poor! That’s why be tripped over that car 

1s, He's built for uring hig Ue day! 
ait. 50 is he, like, waiting forthe sun to come up?" Lask, “Kaowing that 
then we'll come out and he can finish me off, once and for all?” 

Quint swallows. Nod. "I think so 

“So we need to go NOW!” exclaim, "Before it's light out! And it's almost 
dawn now!" 

‘Quint sighs and runs his hand through his halt. “And how do we even do that? 
“There are hundreds of zombies out thee. We need armor to get to Big Mama, 
We need weapons! Where are we going to find that stuff in a school!” 

Quint's righ. 

Team against Mr. Vogel’s desk. My head hangs. We're trapped. Trapped like 
rate, Trapped like trapped rats in a giant rat trap made fr tapping rats, 

And the worst part of it is—this is 100 percent my fault. [never should have 
comme to save June, She didn’t need saving. She didn't need me at all, And now 
everyone's stuck here, 


Suddenly — 


Jae Sivan 
stp basing oe 
head, ney aha te 
sa te To gi 
Yu 8 tht Se Bune 


MPR it out 


Teatch the tennis bal just before it conks me in the nose. I spin it around in 
my hand. And BAM! got it! 


OF, guys, 
find armer. Find 
weapons. Anything 
‘that'll help us make 
the walk to Big 


Dirk grins, “Oh yeah. ike this.” 
irk and June and Quint split up, wandering through the huge gym storage 
closet, looking for anything that might be helpful 
‘Buc [have everything [ need. Actually, everything { need except for. 
Ballplayer Eye Black! For looking like ane bad dude! Like a ough-gay 


outfielder! 


1 grab a tn. Now I have everything I nee. 

[take a seat, Pim trying to clear my ming, hold dawn the fear, when Quint 
walks over, looking frustrated. “I don't see anything for me” 

“Just find something to protect yourself with, buddy.” say. 

Quint frowns. “I don’t want to just protect myself, friend. [want to help fight! 
want o really, well, sac it to those zombies! 

“Dude, you usualy just want to hang back while Dirk and 1 go out and get our 
bouts kicked. What gives now?" 

‘Quint sor of blushes. Then he gestures with hs head, across the suom, 1 
fallow his nod—and I see June, digging through a box. 

Mat? June?" I say. “You want o look brave infront of June? Hey, June's 

imine! 1 got dibs! 

“There's no dibs on girs, Jack! 


Sure there 
Dibs on everything! 


| can call dibs on your pants | don't think 
bad now if | want: In fact, su know hew 
‘am. Dibs on your pants. dibs werk 


MAND ‘EM OVER! 


“And I don't think you know how girls work! She doesn’t like you! If she 


likes anyone, it’s me!” 
“Jack, relax,” Quint says, holding 
like June. I'm not out wo steal your gi 
not to look lame in front of her.” 
‘Ah. [nod Understood. 
‘Quint's eyes light up. I've got it! I shall return!” He dashes across the gym 
and out the door. I can only imagine what fantastic absurdity he's concocting, 
[About twenty minutes later, June and Dirk are finished arming themselves, 
when— 


is hands up all defensively, “I know you 
1 just—well, she isa isl. And I'd prefer 


tn back! 
Everybody can stop 


worrying new! 


Dirk frowns. “How are you suppased to punch anything with that?" 


‘What the hub?! Quint’s not wearing anything different Just his same darky 
lab coat. 

“Quint! You're supposed to be getting armored here! 

“Oh, Tam armored,” he says, “Armored ,.. WITH SCIENCE!" 

All ighe then-—Quint wins the award for darkiest sentence ever spoken. Cunt 
yanks open his lab coat and reveals. 


Quint’s Tactical Chemistry Belt! 


Vim gsing te 
fight without 
punching 


I shrug. "OK, Quint, you're sight, That's prety ra” 

“I've got something for you, too, friend," Quint says, reaching into his back 
pocket. My eves go wide as he reveals: my Wrist-Rocket. 

“Itook it fom Mr, Mandoa’s desk,” he says. “Remember he confiscated it 
from you? For shooting pennies at Erlenmeyer flasks? 

nod as Hake the Wrist-Rocket and feel the weight of iin my hand. 1's a 
serious slingshat. 

Dirk is suddenly bebind us, draping his arms aver Quint and me and looking, 
a June 

“Well lady?" Dirk asks. “How do we look?" 

June scrunches up her eyes. “Hmm, 

‘She grabs my hand, pulling me from Dirk's grip, and we all crass the gym, { 
won't lie—June's hand on mine is basically the greatest thing since sliced pizza 

There's a big oor on one wall—the one we use for dance month, 

Take inthe image. 1 mean, sure, we look like a bunch of down-on-our-luck 
losers who have no business fighting monsters, hatching plans, or really 
acempting anything. 


But hey, we are 


A TEAM! 


Old schol fortbaty 
Irelet, cause Ditk 


itan old-acheat bind Batting helmet, 
of guy. in eave he ips an 
i buns his hee 


Meckey gleves, 


for boxing 
oie heads 


“Now what?” Dik says 


ye get to Big Mama,” I say. “And get back to the tree house. And 


‘5 more?" June asks, 
don’t know. I was going to say we could play Monopoly? Or 

‘m kind of in the mood. Anybody else? Anyone? No? Okay, just the 
ighting and the monster-eseaping, For now, Board games late. Maybe. 
esi alive, OK, let's go.” 


Teugh-guy 
ballplayer 
eye back 


Wrisk-Pecket, 


Broom-handle 
spear. 


Lacrosse jersey 
and pads 


chapter fifteen 


‘Atte end of the school’s long side hallway isa metal door. 1 hold my breath and 
push on the safety handle 

11s nearly plich black outside. My eyes adjust and in the moonlight, I see 
es, Zomibles everywhere. And Blarg acrass the stret, staring vacandy Ino 


“Okay, crew,” I whisper. “Stay quiet. AND NO LIGHT!" 
“What light would there be2!” Dik asks, 

“I dunno—if you'te carrying @ lightsaber, don’t whip it out all ofa sudden. 
Just no light. O12" 

They all nod. 

“really wish we had a secret handshake or something right now," I say. 

“lack, give up on the secret handshake,” Quint says. “There are no seret 
handshakes.” 

“There will be!” I say. “Once we get home alive. Now—ready?” 

‘We all look at each other. Thinking about what we're about ta da, Nervous. 
‘Tecified, right down tothe bone, But inthis together 

‘We all nod our heads yes, the T step out the door 

‘We move very stealthy. 

Very stealthy, for about seven feet, Seven feet of super Sam-Fisher-Spliner- 
CCel-siye stealthiness before the zombies catch scent of our human stink 

‘The undead monsters moan and roar and open their arms, waiting to greet us 
‘with their decaying fingers and sink their teeth into our skin and just straghtap 
peel the flesh from ou banes! 


Tneugh tiplocing. 
“Tirne ts put @ hurt on 
these undead ugles! 


‘Suddenly, all around me, it's freaking crazy 2ombie-battling action! Fists fly! 
Bones crunch! 
Dirk is thrawing haymakers. POW! One hard uppercut toa zombie chin, 


ule speat: KRAKG It slams against zombie skull 
oping four undeaders off thei fet. 


‘SMASH! Quint cracks one of his glass tubes against an undead head. He's 
binding them with science! 


‘We continue forward, batling, fighting, forcing our way to Big Mama, We're 
setting close just one final push! 


Good job, guys! 
Good effort! 


Dirk yanks open the door to Big Mama, and then the worst possible thing that 
could happen—well, t happens. 

Big Mama's headlights flash on. The high beams. "They cut across the grass, 
slicing through the darknes. 1 follow thelr path, They're shining directly onto 
Bang His eyes flash and te opens his fanged mouth and he lus out a 
tremendous "BLARGGGGGINI" 


“Tack! Quint shrieks. "You left the high beams on?12121" He tums them off 
fas, 

“Whoop, Laok, [sald 1 was a good driver, [never sad I was a good 
ddashboard-conwoller guy.” 


“BLARGGGGGI” 


Biarg takes a dozen heavy, Earh-quaking steps, ad in moments he's 
towering over Big Mama. His nest sep shakes the ground and sends us all 
tumbling back onto our buts 

1m sprawled out, staring up atthe fend. 

‘And that’s when I see it, Right infront of my eyes: my sneakers, 

‘And ithits me! A backup plan! 

Heroes GOTTA have backup plans! 

Teach down and—R1P!—vank off the tape covering my Light-Upz. The red 
lights glow bright in the darlness as I get to my feet. 

“Jack, what are you doing?!” June hisses, 

“Dancing!” 

owHAT!” 

Fun fact: Lama fantastically bad dancer. All my own moves—a ite bit of 
the robot dance, a title bit ofa fig, a liale bit shaking and convulsing, and a ile 
bit Couon-Eyed oe, 


Blarg’s eyes flicker she focuses em the flashing lights. He groans curiously 

And then 

‘See you later, guys!” call, and I take off running, 

Where ate you going?!” June shout, 

“Just running! You gecto the tee house 

“Wait, Jack, take this!” Quint calls after me 

‘urn, stumbling, justin time fo see Quint tossing one of his litle science 
dork action capsules toward me. A terrible throw, as always. scoop it up and 
keep running, "What is it?" call out 

“Acid Eye Blast!" Quiat shouts, 

“Neat name! Now get out of here!” 1 yell, spinning around and racing across 
the grass, ont inta the street. Bright-ed lights lashing with every step. Blang 


ee 
oe 


‘This the dumbest thing I've ever done. By far And I've done A LOT of 
dumb things. mean, I'm the guy who once licked Old Spice deodorant because 
1 thought it was classes than teeth-brushing, 

Far behind me, I hear Big Mama's engine roar to life, rumbling inthe night, 
Well, I suppose tha's a silver lining. Even if Blarg eats me whole, {gave my 
friends a chance. 

T continue running, continue acing, continue willing myself how stupid thls Is 
—down Spring Street, across Moin Street and up onto the sidewalk. And there, 
dead ahead of me, is& big overturned truck, I slice toa halt. To my lef isthe pet 
store, Carsall along the sidewalk. I've dashed directly into a dead end. 

Blarg tramps close, Immense, Gigantic, Looming over me isa creature from 
another time, another place—a horrible nightmare figure 


‘Well, Mr. Horrible Nightmare Figure ol Jack Sullivan doesn't go down 
without a fight... And he doesn’t go down without his Wr 


Let's dance, 


monster pants! 


‘Blarg takes a heavy step toward me, shaking the pavement, nearly knocking 
ime off my feet His hot breath blasts my face ashe opens his thick, toothy mouth, 
and unleashes an ear-spliting RAWWWWWRRI 

Lightning fat, my hands flash to the ald capsule in my packet, yank it out, 
jam iin the slingshot, git baek, walt, [hold my breath like Robin Hood 
Tining up an arrow, and FLING! 


A demonic howl erupts from Blarg’s lungs. He paws at his face, trying to 
‘wipe away the sizling chemical mixture, YEE-HAW! I've damaged the blasted 
beast! Acid Eve Blast for the win! 

“What's up now, Blarg?" I shout 

Blarg lowers his hand then, and reveals... Well, 1 just about puke all over my 
Light-Upz 

‘Quint’s seid eapsile has dane something to the manster. He's changed. Hee is 

now 


Peete INT UAE 
‘So this it, The monster has taken his FINAL FORM! 

THUD! 

[Noise behind me. And den a funing, ferocious grow. ANOTHER monster? 
mon! Can't fella get a break? Just, ike, two seconds witout anew moastr 
assault would be HEAVEN! 

Tspin around  see— 


chapter sixteen 


Roverll! 
Fee ee lnacabti 


| grip the reins as tight as an Xbox controler while Raver rackets dawn the 
street, massive paws pounding pavement. He rips around the corner and I'm 
nearly launched fram the saddle, 


KA-KRASH! 
Raver lowers his head and slams iio a tash can, knocking it up and aver my 

head. An old Wendy's wrapper plasters iself to my face. Yuck. Pickles. Old 

pickle juice on my tongue. Trip off the gnarly pickle wrapper inte to see— 


“ROVER, GIVE IT TO "EM!" seream, ducking down, and— 


‘Acid Blarg snarls as he chases us. He's maving faster now—practically on tap 
‘of us can smell his foul stench. But we're clase! The tre house is just two 
‘The sun is coming up. 


‘wheel [tug the reins, steering Rover until we're sprinting alongside the 
speeding trick. 

“Hey, buddies!” call out. “How fn is this?” 

Dirk glances out the window and does a double-take, June sits up, eatches my 
eye, and smiles. Iflash a wink, like a cool guy. 


T catch 2 glimpse of Quint reaching int is pocker, grabbing his little remote 
control keychain thing, I's all like, BEEP-BOOP-BOOP! 

The treehouse towers over the fence atthe end of the street. I's going into 
action, almost ansforming, as all of Quint’s gadgets and defenses begin 
activating 

‘The tree house's catapult flings Forward, launching a big-sereen TT, lt soars 
through the ar, tumbling, end over end. crane my neck in time to see— 


Dirk steers Big Mama up onto the curb and the track skids toa halt. My 
fiends move in a unit, tik a beterlooking version of the Avengers, racing to 
the fence and climbing over 

‘Assecond later, Rover charges forward, smashing through the fence, into the 
backyard. Ina flash, I'm climbing off Rover, scaling the tee house, ready for the 
final battle at dawn. 


chapter seventeen 


BATTEN 
DOWN THE 
MATCHES! 


Quint rushes around the tee heuse in a pane. Relaw ws, T spat Dik running for 
(Quint's garage workshop, Entire tees are knocked dawn, ripped from the earth, 


a Acid Blary stomps closer. His thick black claws swing like great blades, 
*s nearly see-through, “Let's keep running!” she 

going (arp this tree house fram che ground,” 
But we can't do that. Vean't da that 

Because the thing. Here's the truth, This tree house isn’t just any 
old tree house. t's my home, For the first time in my life [havea real, 
permanent home. 

‘And Quint and June and Disk—for the first time in my life, Ihave veal 
fiends. Permanent ones. Not-going-anywhere ones. A family 

Everything I was ever jealous of—everything those other kids had, when L felt 
like a crummy orphan, Well, now {have it 

Sure, it took the freaking MONSTER APOCALYPSE for me to ge it, But 
there's no way I'm losing it now. 

Not to this big jerk 


NO ONE MESSES 
WITW OUR 


TREE HOUSE! 


| grip the tree house rlling. Acid Blarg's next step crushes the fence around 
the backyard, Another crushes aur wooden pike things, 
“Outer defenses breached!” Quint holles, 


Unleash 

the Little Hug 
Monster-Stopping 
Juice Grenades! 


Lite Wug Menster-Stepping 
Juice Grenades! 


lemon Trivexol Lyzetide, 
J 
Extra 
strength 
Pop dandratf 
Pecks, sharmpos. 


‘30, fact about Lite Huys—they’re the best. If you've never had "em, get Honey dijon 
“em. They're sweet and delicious and tase like sugary chernicals—and when salad dressing 
they're empty, they make for perfect monster-stopping juice grenades. F 


‘Quint concocted a killer recipe. = 


Acid Blarg howls as te liquid grenade concoctions erackle against his 
scdened head. He claws at his sizzling skin 
\CK, THE SECOND CATAPULT!” Quint yells, 

1 um—you guys have a second! catapult?” Jue asks. 
uh!" I say with a grin, then leap to a dangling rope and swing around to the 
other side ofthe tree house, There, Quint has a gant branch pulled back and ted 
to the floor of the ee house deck. The second catapult. 

‘The catapult basket isa rusty old refrigerator box, stocked with crud from 
around town: bike seats, microwaves, bricks, car doors! 

“Time to unleash the junk! 
1 bring the Louisville Slicer down, hacking through the rope, ané— 


JUNK ATTACK! 


ves Rover the opening I 


his thick fangs int 
id Blarg roars and reaches down, scooping up Rover and hurling him— 


‘A whole double ton of junk nails Acid Blarg on the nose. A bucket of bowling, 
bulls slams int his belly and the hideous beast hawks. 
But sill this unstoppable evil keeps corning. Marching forward like some 
‘murderous monster machine 
“I'l distract him!” June shouts. She leaps, swinging on the escape rope, out 
and over the yard tothe roof of my neighbor's house. I grin, June's a natural. 


Quint and Rever tumble aver the side of the tree house, Raver velpsas he hits 
the ground. Quint lands, bard, on the grass. I hear him go OOF as the wind is 
taken ont af him 

Pm spun aside, 

‘The Louisville Slicer slips from my hand and sticks into the gras, just Inches 


from Quins face. 
‘We eats’ keep tls up much longer. 
Bu then— 


The cavalry has arrived! 


‘Dirk is armed to the teeth with Quine’s insane Inventions! He flings four razor 
Frisbees through the ar, then unloads withthe explosive football launcher. 

BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! 

‘The hits mueidle Acid Blarg’s monster brain, He takes an off-balance step 
forward, into the moat poal, and— 


‘There's an ear-splitting KRAK as Acid Blarg's giant, tree-tunke-sized ankle 
snaps. The monster is wounded! 

‘Thisis the moment... Post-Apocalyptic Action Hero Jack Sullivan's 
moment! 

“Quint” I all dawn. “Let's play catch” 


‘Quint onthe grass looks up at me—confused. And then—ding!—he gets it, 
“But you can't catch! And I can’t throw” he shouts, 

““Taday we can! Today we WILL" 

‘Quint nods once, hard. He scrambles ta his fee, reaches out, and grabs the 
Louisville Slicer 

“His face i pale. Sweat pouring down his forehead. We have one shot at this, 

[change across che tree house, take two steps on the diving boar, and shout, 
“now!” 

‘Quint throws the Louisville Slices, 

1 jump up, hanging in midair for a moment— 

“The bat spins up, up, up as I'm hiting the board, and then I'm springing into 
the alr, and— 


1 grip the handle tight as I'm twisting, my body turning in the ar a 1 pull 
back he blade, and— 


chapter eighteen 


Tle there, on top of big dead larg, trying to catch my breath Irtakes about, ch, 
two hours, 

T don't hear any ofthe terrible sounds of this warld. No monsters bowling, no 
‘ombles moaning, 

Just my breath, returning to me. 

And then—OOMPH! 

[A kick to my gut. My eyes flicker open 


manage a grin. “I know." 
Silence, fara moment. Then I hear Quint and Dirk rustling around. Rover 
yawns, 
June has her harids on her hips aking i al in: the ragged ground, the giant 


dead monster we're standing on, the kick-bute tree fort that towers over the yard 
—and Dirk and Quint and Rover, our fiends. And then she smiles and says, 
"Wel, that was something." 

Yop," Tsay. “Mesure was.” 

“Hey, dork! Stop sling!" Dick hollers, grinning, 

“Yes,” Quint says. "We've got much cleaning up todo, And a ree house 


‘Aree house o rearm, A bome to defend, And you know what? I feels great. 


So that’s it 

‘We wo, 

‘We survived. For now... 

"There are more monsters to fight and more beasts to slay. And hopefully there 
are more kids out there, and the tre house's numbers will wrow. 

ymeday, maybe, we'll lead an army against these monsters 

But until then, the most important thing is. 

1 id it 

‘Well, sorta... mean, i turns out June was no damsel in distress. And she 
‘most definitely did nor need rescuing, But, ina roundabout way, I rescued her 
anyway! 

‘And that means— 


I completed the ULTIMATE Feat of Apocalyptic 
Success! 
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